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MDCCLXVI1I 


To His GRAcx 
* 
Dok of Newcaſtle. 


My Lond, 
HE Honours of your an- 
tient and illuſtrious Fami- 
ly, which that noble Writer 
ALG ERNON SIDNI v places 
among the firſt in theſe King- 
A 2 doms 


DEDICATION. 
doms for Prerogative of Birth, 
the Titles which You have long 


worn with diſtinguiſhed Luſtre, 
and the high Station which You 


have many Years filled, and now 
fill, in the Government, give 
Your Grace a juſt Prehemi- 
nence in the Community ; but 
they are Excellences of a more 
exalted Kind to which this Tri- 
bute of my Reſpect is paid. 
Vour early Zeal in the Cauſe 
of Liberty, which manifeſted 
: * | 5 itſelf 


DEDICATION. 


itſelf at the Cloſe of a late 
Reign, when the worſt of 
Schemes were promoted againſt 
this Nation by the worſt of Men, 
(che Aſſociation of which I had 
the Honour to be an humble 
Member) into which You then 


entered, with ſome others emi- 


nent for their Birth, Fortune, 
and Knowledge, for ſecuring 
the Succeſſion of the Houſe of ; 
Hanover to the Throne of 
theſe Kingdoms, your Taſte of 
A 3 uſeful 
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uſeful and polite Literature, and 


the Encouragement which You 
have been always ready to give | 
to it, your friendly Regard to, | 
and Connection with, that Uni- 
verſity which has been the 
Nurſe of the greateſt Stateſ- 
men, Heroes, Philoſophers, and 
Poets, of Engliſh Growth, and 
the open Liberality of your 
Heart on all laudable Occaſi- 
the Affections of all Engliſh- 


men 
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men who know the Intereſt of 
their native Country: and to 
thoſe Virtues, more than to the 
private Friendſhip with which 


your Grace has long honoured 
me, I make this Offering of the 
few poetical Pieces which were 
the Produce of my leiſure, but 
ſome of my moſt pleaſant, 
Hours: your Grace will be 
able- to diſtinguiſh thoſe which 
have been printed before from 


thoſe which now make their 
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firſt Appearance : and I num- 


ber among the Felicities of my 

Days this Opportunity of ap- | 
proaching You with ſomething | 
perhaps not unworthy your Ac- 
ceptance: and I have the Ho- 


nour to be, 


My Lird, 


4 Your Gracer's 
moſt devoted, obliged, 


and moſt humble Servant, 


April, 1748; 


AMuBROSE PRHILIPs. 
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PREFACE. 


T is ſomewhat ſtrange to conceive, in an a 

ſo addicted to the Muſes, how Paſtoral Poetry 
comes to be never ſo much as thought upon; 
conſidering, eſpecially, that it is of the great 
© antiquity, and hath ever been accounted the 
foremoſt, amongſt the ſmaller poems, in dignity. 
Virgil and * made uſe of it as a prelude to 
Epic Poetry: but, I fear, the innocency of the 
ſubject makes it ſo little inviting. 


There is no kind of Poem, if happily execut- 
ed, but gives delight; and herein may the Paſto- 
ral boaft after a peculiar manner: for, as in 
Painting, ſo in Poetry, the Country affords not 
only the moſt delightful ſcenes and proſpects, but 
likewiſe the moſt pleaſing images of life. 


Gaſſendus (I remember) obſerves that Peireſtius 
was a great lover of muſick, eſpecially the me- 
lody of birds: becauſe their ſimple ſtrains have 
leſs of pafſion and violence, but more of a ſedate 
and quiet harmony; and, therefore, do they ra- 
ther befriend contemplation. In like manner, 
the Paſtoral Song gives a ſweet and gentle com- 
poſure to the mind; whereas the Epic and Tra- 
gic Poems, by the vehemency of their emotions, 
raiſe the ſpirits into a ferment, _ 

@ 


tiful variety of hills, meadows, fields, woods, 


Poets who ſeem to have hit upon the true nature 


' 


PREF ACE 


'To view a fair ſtately palace ſtrikes us indeed 
with admiration, and ſwells the ſoul with notions 
of grandeur: but when I fee a little country 
dwelling, advantageouſly ſituated amidſt a beau- 


and rivulets, I feel an unſpeakable ſort of ſatiſ- 
faction, and cannot forbear wiſhing my kinder 
fortune would place me in ſuch a ſweet retire- 
ment. | 


T beecritus, Virgil, and Spenſer, are the only 2 


of Paſtoral Compoſitions : ſo that it will be ſuf- 
ficient praiſe for me, if I have not altogether 3 
failed in my attempt. 1 
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The FIRST PASTORAL. 


LOBBIN. 
F we, O Doxser, quit the city-throng, 
1 To meditate in ſhades the rural ſong, 
By your command, be preſent: and, O bring 
The Muſe along! The Muſe to You ſhall ſing: 4 
Her influence, Buckhurfl, let me there obtain, 
And 1 forgive the fam'd Sicilian Swain. 


Begin. In unluxurious times of yore, 
When flocks and herds were no inglorious ſtore, 8 
Libbin, a Shepherd-boy, one evening fair, 
As weſtern winds had cool'd the ſultry air, 
His number'd ſheep within the fold now pent, 
Thus plain'd him of his dreery diſcontent ; 12 
Beneath a hoary poplar's whiſp'ring boughs, 
He, ſolitary, ſat to breathe his vows, 
Venting the tender anguiſh of his heart, 
As paſlion taught, in accents free of art : 16 
B And 
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And little did he hope, while, night by night, 
His ſighs were laviſh'd thus on Lucy bright. 


« Ah, well-a-day ! how long muſt I endure 
% 'This pining pain? Or who ſhall ſpeed my cure? 20 
% Fond love no cure will have, ſeeks no repoſe, 
« Delights in grief, nor any meaſure knows: 
%% And now the moon begins in clouds to riſe; 
The brightening ſtars increaſe within the ſkies; 24 
«© The winds are huſh; the dews diſtil; and ſleep 
© Hath clos'd the eyelids of my weary ſheep: 
« J only with the prouling wolf conſtrain'd x 
« All night to wake: with hunger he is pain'd, 28 
« And I with love, His hunger he may tame; ö 
„ But who can quench, O cruel Love, thy flame? 
& Whilom did J, all as this poplar fair, - 
« Up-raiſe my heedleſs head, then void of care, 32 ; 
« *Mong ruſtick routs the chief for wanton game; 
« Nor could they merry-make, till Lobbin came. 
Who better ſeen than I in ſhepherds' arts, 
« Topleaſ#the lads, and win the laſſes' hearts? 36 
« How deftly, to mine oaten reed ſo ſweet, 
«© Wont they, upon the green, to ſhift their feet? 
And, weary'd in the dance, how would they yearn 
« Some well deviſed tale from me to learn? 40 
« For many ſongs and tales of mirth had I, 
To chaſe the loitering ſun adown the ſky : 
“ But 


2 


it 


PASTORALS. 19 
& But, ah ! ſince Lucy coy deep-wrought her ſpight 
© Within my heart, unmindful of delight 44 
0 'The jolly grooms I fly, and, all alone, 
To rocks and woods pour forth my fruitleſs moan, 
* Oh! quit thy wonted ſcorn, relentleſs Fair ! 
% Exe, ling'ring long, I periſh through deſpair. 48 
Had Roſalind been miſtreſs of my mind, 


N FTho' not fo fair, ſhe would have prov'd more kind, 


O think, unwitting maid, while yet is time, 
How flying years impair thy youthful prime! 52 
Thy virgin bloom will not for ever ſtay, 


b And flowers, though left ungather'd, will decay; 


The flowers, anew, returning ſeaſons bring! 
“But beauty faded has no ſecond ſpring. 56 
* My words are wind! She, deaf to all my cries, 
** Takes pleaſure in the miſchief of her eyes. 
Linke friſking heifer, looſe in flowery meads, 
« She gads where'er her roving fancy leads; 60 
« Yet ſtill from me. Ah me, the tireſome chaſe! 
* Shy as the fawn, ſhe flies my fond embrace. 
e She flies, indeed, but ever leaves behind, 
„Fly where ſhe will, her likeneſs in my mind. 64 
*« Nocruel purpoſe, in my ſpeed, I bear; 
« Tis only love; and love why ſhould'ſt thou fear? 
What idle fears a maiden-breaſt alarm! 
« Stay, ſimple girl! a lover cannot harm. 68 
Two ſportive kidlings, both fair-fleck'd, I rear; 
© Whoſe ſhooting horns like tender buds appear : 

B 2 « Alamb. 
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« Alambkin too, of ſpotleſs fleece, I breed, 

* And teach thefondling from my hand to feed: 72 

Nor will I ceaſe betimes to cull the fields 

Of every dewy ſweet the morning yields; 

* From early ſpring to autumn late ſhalt thou þ 

% Receive gay garlands, blooming o'er thy brow: 76 

« And when, — But, why theſe unavailing pains? 

The gifts, alike, and giver ſhe diſdains: 

* And now, left heireſs of the glen, ſhe'll deem 'S 

Me londleſs lad, unworthy her eſteem: 8 Mi 

„Vet, was ſhe born, like me, of ſhepherd-fire ; 

« And I may fields and lowing herds acquire. 

O! would my gifts but win her wanton heart, 

« Or could half the warmth I feel impart, 84 

„% How would I wander, every day, to find ; 

« The choice of wildings, bluſhing through the rind! 

For gloſſy plumbs how lightſome climb the tree, . 

* How riſk the vengeance of the thrifty bee: 88 

« Or! if thou deign to live a ſhepherdeſs, 

* Thou Lobbin's flock, and Lobbin, ſhalt poſſeſs: 

« And, fair my flock, nor yet uncomely I, 

If liquid fountains flatter not; and why 92 

« Should liquid fountains flatter us, yet ſhow 

+ The bord'ring flowers leſs beauteous than they 
* grow. : 

„O! come, my love; nor think th' imployment 


«© mean, 
The dams to milk, and little lambkins wean, 96 
6 "Il 


% 
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* To drive a-field, by morn, the fattening ewes, 
| % Ere the warm ſun drink up the cooly dews, 
«© While, with my pipe, and with my voice, I chear 
Each hour, and through the day detain thine 
ear. | | 100 
* How would the crook beſeem thy lily-hand ! 
« How would my younglings round thee gazing 
ſtand! 
Ah, witleſs younglings! gaze not on her eye: 
Thence all my ſorrow ; thence the death I die. 104 
O, killing beauty! and O, ſore defire ! 
Muſt then my ſufferings, but with life expire? 
Y Though bloſſoms every year the trees adorn, 
f ; *© Spring after ſpring I wither, nipt with ſcorn: 108 
Nor trow I when this bitter blaſt will end, 
Or if yon ſtars will e'er my vows befriend. 
= < Sleep, ſleep, my flock ; for happy ye may take 
4 Sweet nightly reſt, though till your maſter wake. 
112 


— 
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Now to the waning moon, the nightingale, 
In lender warblings, tun'd her piteous tale, 
ne love-ſick Shepherd, liſtening, felt relief, 
Pleas'd with ſo ſweet a partner in his grief, 116 
Till, by degrees, her notes and filent night 
To ſlumbers ſoft his heavy heart invite. 
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THENOT, COLINET. 


THENOT. 
S it not Colinet I loneſome ſee, 
1 Leaning with folded arms againſt the tree? 
Or is it age of late bedims my fight ? 
"Tis Colinet, indeed, in woeful plight, 
Thy cloudy look why melting into tears, 
Unſeemly, now the ſky ſo bright appears? 
Why in this mournful manner art thou found, 
Unthankful lad, when all things ſmile around? 8 
Or hear'ſt not lark and linnet jointly ſing, 
Their notes blithe-warbling to ſalute the ſpring ? 
COLINE T. 
Though blithe their notes, not ſo my way ward fate; 
Nor lark would ſing, nor linnet in my ſtate. 128 
Each creature, Thenot, to his taſk is born, | 


As they to mirth and muſick, I to mourn. 
Waking, 
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Waking, at midnight, I my woes renew, 

My tears oft' mingling with the falling dew. 16 
THEANOT. 

Small cauſe, I ween, has luſty youth to plain; 

Or who may, then, the weight of old ſuſtain, 

When every ſlackenirg nerve begins to fail, 

And the load preſſeth as our days prevail? 20 

Yet, though with years my body downward tend, 

As trees beneath their fruit, in autumn, bend; 

Spite of my ſnowy head and icy veins, 

My mind a chearful temper ſtill retains : 24 

And why ſhould man, miſhap what will, repine, 

Sour every ſweet, and mix with tears his wine ? 

But tell me then: it may relieve thy woe, 

To let a friend thine inward ailment know. 28 

COLINET. 

Idly *twill waſte thee, Thenot, the whole day, 

Should'ſt thou give ear to all my grief can ſay. 

Thine ewes will wander; and the heedleſs lambs, 

In loud complaints, require their abſent dams. 32 
THENOT. 

See Lightfoot; he ſhall tend them cloſe: and I, 
Tween whiles, acroſs the plain will glance mine eye. 
COLINESFY. 

Where to begin I know not, where to end. 
Does there one ſmiling hour my youth attend! 36 
Though few my days, as wel! my follies ſhow, 
Yet are thoſe days all clouded o'er with woe: 
B4 | No 
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No happy gleam of ſunſhine doth appear, | 
My lowering ſky, and wintry months, to chear. 49 
My piteous plight in yonder naked tree, 
Which bears the thunder-ſcar, too plain I ſee: 
Quite deſtitute it ſtands of ſheJter kind, 
The mark of ſtorms, and ſport of every wind: 44 
The riven trunk feels not th' approach of ſpring ; 
Nor birds among the leafleſs branches ſing: 
No more, beneath thy ſhades, ſhall ſhepherds throng 
With jocund tale, or pipe, or pleaſing ſong. 48 
Ill-fated tree! and more ill- fated I! 
From thee, from me, alike the ſhepherds fly. 
THENOT. 
Sure thou in hapleſs hour of time waſt born, 
When blighting mildews ſpoil the riſing corn, 52 
Or blaſting winds o'er-bloſſom'd hedge-rows paſs, 
To kill the promis'd fruits, and ſcorch the graſs, 
Or when the moon, by wizard charm'd, foreſhows, 
Blood-ſtain'd in foul eclipſe, impending woes. 56 
Untimely born, ill- luck betides thee ſtill. 
COLINET. 
And can there, Thenot, be a greater Ill? 
TT HSNDT:. 
Nor fox, nor wolf, nor rot among our ſheep : 
From theſe good ſhepherd's care his flock may keep: 
Againſt ill-luck, alas! all forecaft fails; 61 
Nor toil by day, nor watch by night, avails. 
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COLINE T. 

Ah me, the while! ah me, the luckleſs day! 
Ah, luckleſs lad! befits me more to ſay. 64 
= Unhappy hour ! when freſh in youthful bud, 
T left, Sabrina fair, thy ſilvery flood. 
Ah, filly I! more filly than my ſheep, 
Which on thy flowery banks, I wont to keep. 68 
Sweet are thy banks! Oh, when ſhall I, once more, 
With raviſh'd eyes review thine amell'd ſhore ? 
When, in the cryſtal of thy water, ſcan 
Fach feature faded, and my colour wan? 72 
| hen ſhall I ſee my hut, the ſmall abode 
Myſelf did raiſe, and cover o'er with ſod ? 
Small though it be, a mean and humble cell, 
1 et is there room for peace, and me, to dwell, 76 
g THENO TT. 
3 And what enticement charm'd thee, far away, 
From thy loy'd home, and led thy heart aſtray ? 
| COLINET. 
A lewd deſire, ſtrange lands, and ſwains, to know: 
Ah God! that ever I ſhould covet woe. 80 
ith wandering feet unbleſt, and fond of fame, 
ſought I know not what beſides a name. 
THENDO-T. 

Dr, ſooth to ſay, didſt thou not hither rome 
In ſearch of gains more plenty than at home? 84 
rolling ſtone is, ever, bare of moſs; 


ind, to their coſt, green years old proverbs croſs. 
| COLE 
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COLINE T. 

Small need there was, in random ſearch of gain, 
To drive my pining flock athwart the plain, 85 
To diſtant Cam. Fine gain at length, I trow, 
To hoard up to myſelf ſuch deal of woe! 

My ſheep quite ſpent, through travel and ill fare, 
And, like their keeper, ragged grown and bare. 1 4 
The damp, could greenſward, for my nightly bed, 
And ſome ſlant willow's trunk to reſt my head. 


Hard if to bear of pinching cold the pain; 2 
And hard is want to the unpractiſed ſwain: 9 
But neither want, nor pinching cold, is hard, 4 
To blaſting ſtorms of calumny compar'd: 4 
Unkind as hail it falls; the pelting ſhower 3 81 
Deſtroys the tender herb, and budding flower. 10% A 
THENOT. . 
Slander we ſhepherds count the vileſt wrong: 
And what wounds ſorer than an evil tongue? 
| COLINET. 
Untoward lads, the wanton imps of ſpite, ; 
Make mock of all the ditties I endite. ich 
In vain, O Colinet, thy pipe, ſo ſhrill, | 
Charms every vale, and gladdens every hill : 
In vain thou ſeek'ſt the coverings of the grove, 
In the cool ſhade to ſing the pains of love: 10188 
Sing what thou wilt, ill: nature will prevail; Sh 


And every elf hath kill enough to rail: Sw 
: Buß 


; 
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Zut yet, though poor and artleſs be my vein, 
enalcas ſeems to like my ſimple ſtrain: 112 
And, while that he delighteth in my ſong, 
Which to the good Menalcas doth belong, 
or night, nor day, ſhall my rude muſick ceaſe; 
aſk no more, ſo I Menalcas pleaſe. 116 
2 THENO . 
I Menalcas, lord of theſe fair, fertile, plains, 
Preſerves the ſheep, and o'er the ſhepherds reigns: 
For him our yearly wakes, and feaſts, we hold, 
\nd chooſe the faireſt firſtling from the fold: 120 
e, good to all, who Good deſerve, ſhall give 
hy flock to feed, and thee at eaſe to live, 
hall curb the malice of unbridled tongues, 
10 And bounteouſly reward thy rural ſongs. 124 
| COLINE T. 
Firſt, then, ſhall lightſome birds forget to fly, 
The briny ocean turn to paſtures dry, 
And every rapid river ceaſe to flow, 
* re I unmindful of Menalcas grow. 128 
| THENOT. 
his night thy care with me forget, and fold 
hy flock with mine, to ward th' injurious cold. 
New milk, and clouted cream, mild cheeſe and curd, 
ith ſome remaining fruit of laſt year's hoard, 1 32 
hall be our evening fare, and, for the night, 


Pweet herbs and moſs, which gentle ſleep invite 
And 
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And now behold the ſun's departing ray. 

O'er yonder hill, the ſign of ebbing day: 136 
With ſongs the jovial hinds return from plow ; 

And unyok'd heifers, loitering homeward low. 
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THE 


THIRD PASTTORAL 


ALBINO. 


HEN Virgil thought no ſhame the Dorick reed 
ö To tune, and flocks on Mantuan plains to feed, 
With young Auguſtlus name he grac'd his ſong: 
| \nd Spenſer, when amid the rural throng 4 
e carol'd ſweet, and graz'd along the flood 
Of gentle Thames, made every ſounding wood 
Mich good £/iza's name to ring around; 
E/iz4's name on every tree was found: 8 
1 ince then, throu gh Anna's cares at eaſe we live, 
HY nd ſee our cattle unmoleſted thrive, 
nile from our Albion her victorious arms 
Drive waiteful warfare, loud in dire alarms, 12 
Like them will I my ſlender muſick raiſe, 
ind teach the vocal valleys Anna's praiſe. 
eantime, on oaten pipe a lowly lay, 
my kids browſe, obſcure in ſhades I play: 16 
et, not obſcure, while Dorſet thinks no ſcorn 
o viſit woods, and ſwains ignobly born. 


Two 
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Two valley ſwains, both muſical, both young, 
In friendſhip mutual, and united long, 20 
Retire within a moſſy cave, to ſhun | 
The crowd of ſhepherds, and the noon-day ſun. 
A gloom of ſadnefs overcaſts their mind : 
Revolving now, the ſolemn day they find, 218 
When young Albino dy'd. His image dear | 
Bedews their cheeks with many a trickling tear: 
To tears they add the tribute of their verſe; © 
Theſe Angelot, thoſe Palin, did rehearſe. 2 


n 


ANGELO®OT. 

Thus, yearly circling, by-paſt times return; 
And yearly, thus, Albino's death we mourn. 
Sent into life, alas! how ſhort thy ſtay: 4 
How ſweet the roſe! how ſpeedy to decay! 3 
Can we forget, Albino dear, thy knell, f 
Sad- ſounding wide from every village-bell? 
Can we forget how ſorely Albion moan'd, 4 
That hills, and dales, and rocks, in echo groan'd, 4 
Preſaging future woe, when, for our crimes, MK 
We loſt Albino, pledge of peaceful times, 
Fair boaſt of this fair Iſland, darling joy 
Of Nobles high, and every ſhepherd-boy ? 
No joyous pipe was hear'd, no flocks were ſeen, . 
Nor ſhepherd found upon the graſſy green, 

No cattle graz'd the field, nor drank the flood, 


No birds were hear'd to warble through the wood. 44 
Ii 
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n yonder gloomy grove outſtretch'd he lay, 

is lovely limbs upon the dampy clay ; 

n his cold cheek the roſy hue decay'd, 

nd, o'er his lips, the deadly blue difplay'd: 48 
Wleating around him lie his plaintive ſheep; 

nd mourning ſhepherds come, in crowds, to weep. 
F oung Buckhurft comes: and, is there no redreſs? 
s if the grave regarded our diſtreſs ! 52 
he tender virgins come, to tears yet new, 

nd give, aloud, the lamentations due. 

he pious mother comes, with grief oppreſt: 

ſe trees, and conſcious fountains, can atteſt 56 
Vith what ſad accents, and what piercing cries, 

e fill'd the grove, and importun'd the ſkies, 

nd every ſtar upbraided with his death, 

hen, in her widow'd arms, devoid of breath, 60 
e claſp'd her ſon: nor did the Nymph, for this, 
lace in her dearling's welfare all her bliſs, 

Jim teaching, young, the harmleſs crook to wield, 
And rule the peaceful empire of the field. 64 
Is milk-white ſwans on ſtreams of ſilver ſhow, 

Ind filvery ſtreams to grace the meadows flow, 
corn the vales, and trees the hills adorn, 

o thou, to thine, an ornament waſt born. 68 
nce thou, delicious youth, didſt quit the plains, 

h ungrateful ground we till with fruitleſs pains, 
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| labour'd furrows ſow the choice of wheat, 
ad, over empty ſheaves, in harveſt ſweat, 72 


A thin 
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A thin increaſe our fleecy cattle yield; \ 
And thorns, and thiſtles, overſpread the field. ] 
How all our hope is fled, like morning-dew ! [ 
And ſcarce did we thy dawn of manhood view. 70 
Who, now, ſhall teach the pointed ſpear to throw I 
To whirl the fling, and bend the ſtubborn bow, 4 
To toſs the quoit with ſteady atm, and far, 4 
With ſinewy force, to pitch the maſſy bar? * 
Nor doſt thou live to bleſs thy mother's days, 
To ſhare her triumphs, and to feel her praiſe, © 
In foreign realms to purchaſe early fame, 3 
And add new glories to the Britiſb name! 6,8 
O, peaceful may thy gentle ſpirit reſt ! 
The flowery turf lie light upon thy breaſt ; 
Nor ſhrieking owl, nor bat, thy tomb fly round, 
Nor midnight goblins revel o'er the ground. 
PALIN. 
No more, miſtaken Angelot, complain: 
Albino lives; and all our tears are vain : 
Albino lives, and will, for ever live 
With Myriads mixt, who never know to grieve, 
Who welcome every ſtranger-gueſt, nor fear 
Ever to mourn his abſence with a tear, 
Where cold, nor heat, nor irkſome toil annoy, 1 
Nor age, nor ſickneſs, comes to damp their joy: I. 
And now the royal Nymph, who bore him, deign An. 
The land to rule, and ſhield the ſimple ſwains, | 
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While, from above, propitious he looks down: 
For this, the welkin does no longer frown, 100 
Fach planet ſhines, indulgent, from his ſphere, 
"= And we renew our paſtimes with the year. 
* 3 Hills, dales, and woods, with ſhrilling pipes reſound ; 
. The boys and virgins dance, with chaplets crown'd, 
And hail Albino bleſt : the valleys ring 105 
0 ino bleſt! O now, if ever, bring 

The laurel green, the ſmelling eglantine, 
Y \nd tender branches from the mantling vine, 108 
EZ he dewy cowſlip, which in meadow grows, 
*ZT he fountain-violet, and the garden-roſe, 
arſh lilies ſweet, and tufts of daffadil, 
'ith what ye cull from wood, or verdant hill, 112 
hether in open ſun, or ſhade, they blow, 
More early ſome, and ſome unfolding flow, 
4 ; Pins in heap'd caniſters, of every kind, 
ns if the ſummer had with ſpring combin'd, 116 
And nature, forward to aſſiſt your care, 
F Did no profuſion for Albino ſpare. 
Four hamlets ſtrew, and every publick way; 
And conſecrate to mirth Albino's day: 120 
yſelf will laviſh all my little ſtore, 

ud deal about the goblet flowing o'er : 
Mid ulin there ſhall harp, young Myco ſing, 
nd Cuddy dance the round amid the ring, 124 
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34 PAST ORAL S. 
And Hobbinol his antic gambols play: 

To thee theſe honours, yearly, will we pay: 
Nor fail to mention thee in all our chear, 


And teach our children the remembrance dear, 126 


When we our ſhearing-feaft, or harveſt, keep, 
To ſpeed the plow, and bleſs our thriving ſheep. 
While willow kids, and herbage lambs, purſue, 


While bees love thyme, and locuſts ſip the dew, 13; | J 


While birds delight in woods their notes to ſtrain, 
Thy name and ſweet memorial fhall remain. 
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MT CO. 
HIS place may ſeem for ſhepherd's leiſure made, 
1 So cloſe theſe elms inweave their lofty ſhade 
The twining woodbine, how it climbs! to breathe 
© Refreſhing ſweets around on all beneath; 
* The ground with graſs of chearful green beſpread, 
1 Through which the ſpringing flower up rears the 
3 head: 
Lo, here the kingcup of a golden hue, 
3 Medly'd with daifies white and endive blue, 8 
5 And honeyſuckles of a purple die, 
Confuſion gay! bright-waving to the eye. 

1 ch j Wark, how they warble in that brambly buſh, 
re gaudy goldfinch and the ſpeckly thruſh, 

he linnet green, with others fam'd for ſkill, 
\nd blackbird fluting through his yellow bill : 
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In ſprightly concert how they all combine, 
Us prompting in the various ſong to join: 
Up, Argol, then, and to thy lip apply 

Thy mellow pipe, or voice more ſounding try: 


And ſince our ewes have graz'd, what harm if they 3 


Lie round and liſten while the lambkins play? 20 


ARSGO Lb. 
Well, Myco, can thy dainty wit expreſs 
Fair nature's bounties in the faireſt dreſs: 
Tis rapture all! the place, the birds, the (ky; 


And rapture works the ſinger's fancy high. 21 


Sweet breathe the fields, and now a gentle breeze 
Moves every leaf, and trembles through the trees: 
Ill ſuch incitements ſuit my rugged lay, 


Befitting more the Muſick thou can'ſt play. | ; 


. 
No ſkill of muſick kon I, ſimple ſwain, 
No fine device thine ear to entertain: 


CTA 
» © 


Albeit ſome deal I pipe, rude though it be, [ a 
Sufficient to divert my ſheep and me; 3 


Yet Colinet (and Colinet hath ſkill) 

Oft' guides my fingers on the tuneful quill, 
And fain would teach me on what ſounds to dwell, 
And where to ſink a note, and where to ſwell. 30 


* 
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Ah, Myco ! half my flock would I beſtow, 
Should Colinet to me his cunning ſhow : 
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So trim his ſonnets are, I pr'ythee, ſwain, 

Now give us, once, a ſample of his ſtrain : 

For wonders of that lad the ſhepherds ſay, 

How ſweet his pipe, how raviſhing his lay! 

4 The ſweetneſs of his pipe and lay rehearſe ; 

And aſk what boon thou willeſt for thy verſe. 
1 MY C0. 

Since then thou liſt, a mourntul ſong I chooſe : 

| L A mournful ſong relieves a mournful Muſe. 

Z Faſt by the river on a bank he fate, 

To weep the lovely maid's untimely fate, 

Fair Stella hight : a lovely maid was ſhe, 

Whoſe fate he wept, a faithful ſhepherd he. 


Awake, my pipe; in every note expreſs 


0 ; Fair Stella's death, and Colinet's diſtreſs. 


O woeful day! O day of woe to me! 
That ever I ſhould live ſuch day to ſee! 
„That ever ſhe could die! O moſt unkind, 
1 To go and leave thy Colinet behind! 
From blameleſs love and plighted troth to go, 
And leave to Colinet a life of woe! 


Awake, my pipe; in every note expreſs 


PB Fair Stella's death, and Colinet's diftreſs. 


37 


40 


44 


48 


52 


56 


60 


* And yet, why blame I her ? Full fain would ſhe 


N With dying arms have claſp'd herſelf to me; 


1 « I claſp'd 


38 PASTORALS. 
«« I claſp'd her too, but death prov'd over- ſtrong; 
« Nor vows nor tears could fleeting life prolong : 64 
„ Yet how ſhall | from vows and tears refrain? 
* And why ſhould vows, alas! and tears be vain? ; 3 


I 


Awake, my pipe ; in every note expreſs - 
Fair Stella's death, and Colinet's diftreſs. 68 = . 
| « Aid me to grieve, with bleating moan, 1 
[ ſheep, . * 
1 « Aid me, thou ever- flowing ſtream, to weep; | $ 
| p nil « Aid me ye faint, ye hollow, winds, to ſigh, | 3 F 
b & And thou, my woe, aſſiſt me thou to die. 72 
4 Me flock nor ſtream, nor winds nor woes, relieve, | 
„She lov'd through life, and I through life wil E 
grieve. 4 
Awale, my pipe; in every note expreſs | E 4 
Fair Stella's death, and Colinet's diſtreſs. 76 : 5 
« Ye gentler maids, companions of my fair, |Þ 
© With cCown-caſt look, and with diſhevell'd hair, 4 
1% All beat the breaſt, and wring your hands and 
„ moan; | 4 
« Her hour, untimely, might have prov'd your Y T 


„ own: 9o 
« Her hour, untimely, help me to lament ; 3 
« And let your hearts at Strella's name relent. ; 
Awale, ; 
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Awake, my pipe; in every note expreſs 


Flair Stella's death, and Colinet's diſtreſs. 84 


* In vain th' indearing luſtre of your eyes 


I We dote upon, and you as vainly prize. 
What though your beauty bleſs the faithful ſwain, 

| 1 And in th' enamour'd heart like queens ye reign; 
3 *© Yet in their prime does death the faireſt kill, 89 
; As ruthleſs winds the tender bloſſoms ſpill. 


Awake, my pipe; in every note expreſs 


© Fair Stella's death, and Colinet's diſtreſs. 92 


such Stella was; yet Stella might not live! 


And what could Colinet in ranſom give ? 
Oh! if or muſick's voice, or beauty's charm, 
„Could milden death, and lay his lifted arm, 96 
1 My pipe her face, her face my pipe might fave, 
: * Redeeming each the other from the grave. 


Awake, my pipe; in every note expreſs 


2 Fair Stella's death, and Colinet's diſtreſs. 100 


Ah, fruitleſs wiſh ! fell death's uplifted arm 


Nor beauty can arreſt, nor muſick charm. 


C'4 „ Behold! 
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% Behold! Oh baleful ſight! ſee where ſhe lies! 
© The budding flower, unkindly blaſted, dies: 104 


„ Nor, though I live the longeſt day to mourn, : $ 

« Will ſhe again to life and me return. F 4 

* 

Awake, my pi pe; in every note expreſs 6. 60 

Fair Stella's death, and Colinet's diſtreſß. „ 
% Unhappy Colinet ! what boots thee now, 3 

To weave freſh garlands for thy Stella's brow ? FRF. 
No garland ever more may Stella wear, 4 
Nor ſee the flowery ſeaſon of the year, 10 
% Nor dance nor ſing, nor ever ſweetly ſmile, 

« And every toil of Colinet beguile. - 

c 

Awake, my pipe; in every note expreſs « 


Fair Stella's death, and Colinet's diſtreſs. Ti T7 


„ Throw by the lily, daffadil, and roſe ; . 
«© Wreaths of black yew, and willow pale, compoſe, | . 
« With bane ful hemlock, deadly nightſhade, dreſs'd, 
* Such chaplets as may witneſs thine unreſt, 120 
*« If aught can witneſs: O, ye ſhepherds tell, 
«« Whenl am dead, no ſhepherd loy'd ſo well! 


Awake, my pipe; in every note expreſs i A 
Fair Stella's death, and Colinet's diftreſs. 124 


« Alack, 
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Alack, my ſheep! and thou, dear ſpotleſs lamb, 
4 By Stella nurs'd, who wean'd thee from the dam, 
% What heed give I to aught but to my grief, 

4 „% My whole employment, and my whole relief! 128 
* Stray where ye liſt, ſome happier maſter try: 

4 Vet once, my flock, was none ſo bleſs'd as J. 


| Awake, my pipe; in every note expreſs 
Fir Stella's death, and Colinet's diſtreſs. 132 
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„My pipe whoſe ſoothing ſound could paſſion 
0 _— move, 
And firſt taught S ellas virgin- heart to love, 
Shall ſilent hang upon this blaſted oak, 
„ Whence owls their dirges ſing, and ravens croak : 
6 Nor lark, nor linnet, ſhall by day delight, 137 
Nor nightingale ſuſpend my moan by night. 
f . The night and day ſhall undiſtinguiſh'd be, 


; 3 Alike to Stella, and alike to me. 140 


22 


No more, my pipe; here ceaſe we to expreſs 
Tai. Stella's death, and Colinet s difireſs. 
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J Thus, ſorrowing, did the gentle ſhepherd ſing, 
i And urge the valley with his wail to ring. 144 
5 And 


42 PASTORALS. 
And now that ſheep-hook for my ſong I crave. 
ARG O L. 
Not this, but one more coſtly, ſhalt thou have, 
Of ſeaſon'd elm, where ſtuds of braſs appear, I 
To ſpeak the giver's name, the month, and year; 148 I \ 
'The hook of poliſh'd ſteel, the handle torn'd, 1 
And richly by the carver's ſkil adorn'd. 


O, Colinet, how ſweet thy grief to hear! | 
How does thy verſe ſubdue the liſtening ear! 15: : ; 
Soft falling as the (till, refreſhing, dew, 1 
To flake the drought, and herbage to renew: * 
Not half fo ſweet the midnight winds, which moe 
In drowſy murmurs o'er the waving grove, 1500 
Nor valley brook, that, hid by alders, ſpeeds 
O'er pebbles warbling, and thro' whiſp'ring reeds, 
Nor dropping waters, which from rocks diſtil, 
And welly grots with tinkling echoes fill, 1600 
Thrice happy Colinet, who can relieve 8 
Heart-anguiſh ſore, and make it ſweet to grieve! © 
And next to thee ſhall Myco bear the bell, 3 
Who can repeat thy peerleſs ſong ſo well: 164% 
But ſee! the hills increaſing ſhadows caſt ; 2 
The ſun, I ween, is leaving us in haſte : 

His weakly rays faint glimmer through the wood, 
And bluey miſts ariſe from yonder flood, 168 
1 r 
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Bid then our dogs to gather in the ſheep. 
ood ſhepherds, with their flock, betimes ſhould ſleep. 
ho late lies down, thou know'ſt, as late will riſe, 


3 And ſluggard like, to noon-day ſnoring lies, 172 
While in the fold his injur'd ewes complain, 
And after dewy paſtures bleat in vain, 
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'CUDD XY. 
N rural ſtrains we firſt our muſick try, 

And baſhful into woods and thickets fly, 
Miſtruſting then our ſkill; yet if through time 
Our voice, improving, gain a pitch ſublime, , 
Thy growing virtues, Sackville, ſhall engage 
My riper verſe, and more aſpiring age. 


The ſun, now mounted to the noon of day, FR. 
Began to ſhoot direct his burning ray; . 
When, with the flocks, their feeders ſought i 

ſhade 2. 


A venerable oak wide-ſpreading made: 
What ſhould they do to paſs the loitering time? | 
As fancy led, each form'd his tale in rhyme: 128 
And ſome the joys, and ſome the pains, of love, 
And ſome to ſet out ſtrange adventures (trove, 
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The trade of wizards ſome, and Merlin's ſkill, 
And whence, to charms, ſuch empire o'er the will. 
hen Cuddy laſt (who Cuddy can excel 17 
In neat device?) his tale began to tell. 


* When ſhepherds flouriſh'd in Eliza's reign, 
= X** There liv'd in high repute a jolly ſwain, 20 
2 * Young Colin Clout; who well could pipe and ſing, 
And by his notes invite the lagging ſpring. 
; He, as his cuſtom was, at leiſure laid 
In woodland bower, without a rival play'd, 24 
F* Soliciting his pipe to warble clear, 
„ Enchantment ſweet as ever wont to hear 
F< Belated wayfarers, from wake or fair 
Detain'd by muſick, hovering on in air: 28 
Drawn by the magick of th' inticing ſound, 
What troops of mute admirers flock'd around! 
1 * The ſteerlings left their food ; and creatures, wild 
66 By nature form'd, inſenſibly grew mild. 32 
A He makes the gathering birds about him throng, 
1 And loads the neighbouring branches with his 
1 «« ſong: 
There, with the crowd, a nightingale of fame, 
268 

* Jealous, and fond of praiſe, to liſten came: 36 
She turn'd her ear, and pauſe by pauſe, with 
if pride, 
Ike echo to the ſhepherd's pipe reply'd. 
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46 P ASTORALS. 
„ The ſhepherd hear'd with _ and again, 
% To try her more, renew'd his various ſtrain: . 
„ To all the various ſtrain ſhe plies her throat, 3 
© And adds peculiar grace to every note. | 
« Tf Colin, in complaining accent grieve, 

% Or briſker motion to his meaſure give, 
* Tf gentle ſounds he modulate, or ſtrong, 
« She not a little vain, repeats the ſong : 

* But ſo repeats, that Colin half defpis'd 3 
« His pipe and ſkill, around the country priz'd: H 
« And ſweeteſt ſongſter of the winged kind, 1 
„What thanks, ſaid he, what praiſes ſhall I find“ 
„% To equal thy melodious voice? In thee 2 
„ The rudeneſs of my rural fife I ſee; a 4 


© From thee I learn no more to vaunt my ſkill: 3 
« Aloft in air ſhe fate, povoking ſtill 1 
„The vanquiſh'd ſwain. Provok'd, at laſt, M 
« ſtrove 3 
© To ſhew the little minſtrel of the grove 
« His utmoſt powers, determin'd once to try 
« How art, exerting, might with nature vy; 
« For vy could none with either in their part, 1 
« With her in nature, nor with him in art. 6% 
« He draws in breath, his riſing breaſt to fill: 
Throughout the wood his pipe is hear'd to ſhrill 
& From note to note, in haſte, his fingers fly ; q 


“Still more and more the numbers multiply: 648 
« Ani 
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* And now they trill, and now they fall and riſe, 
And ſwift and flow they change with ſweet ſur- 

= „ priſe. 

f e Attentive ſhe doth ſcarce the ſounds retain ; 
„But to herſelf firſt cons the puzling ſtrain, 68 
4 © And tracing, heedful, note by note repays 

"WW The ſhepherd in his own harmonious lays, 

5 Through every changing cadence runs at length, 

3 * And adds in ſweetneſs what ſhe wants in ſtrength. 
Then Colin threw his fife diſgrac'd afide, 73 

4 * While ſhe loud triumph fings, proclaiming wide 

Her mighty conqueſt, and within her throat 

1 T wirls many a wild unimitable note, 76 

5 To foil her rival. What could Colin more? 

A little harp of maple-ware he bore: 

| The little harp was old, but newly ſtrung, 
Which, uſual, he acroſs his ſhoulders hung. 80 

\ * Now take, delightful bird, my laſt farewel, 

3 He ſaid, and learn from hence thou doſt excel 

4 * No trivial artiſt: and anon he wound 

4 * The murmuring ſtrings, and order'd every ſound: 

„Then earneſt to his inſtrument he bends, 85 

6 4 And both hands pliant on the ſtrings extends: 


His touch the ſtrings obey, and various move, 


F „The lower anſwering ſtill to thoſe above: 88 
=. His fingers, reſtleſs, traverſe to and fro, 


As in purſuit of harmony they go: 
| | 
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% He ſinks into the chords with ſolemn pace, 


48 PAST ORAL S. 
% Now lightly ſkimming, o'er the ſtrings they pat l 
Like winds which gently bruſh the plying graſs, 9: 
“% While melting airs ariſe at their command: 
* And now, laborious, with a weighty hand 


* To give the ſwelling tones a bolder grace; om I 
* And now the left, and now by turns the right, 
« Fach other chace, harmonious both in flight : 
« Then his whole fingers blend a ſwarm of ſound;, 
« Till the ſweet tumult through the harp redoundi 
* Ceaſe, Colin, ceaſe, thy rival ceaſe to vex: 
« The mingling notes, alas! her ear perplex: 
*« She warbles, diffiden t, in hope and fear, 

* And hits imperfeR accents here and there, 10 
« And fain would utter forth ſome donble tone, 

«© When foon ſhe falters, and can utter none: 

« Again ſhe tries, and yet again ſhe fails; 

% For ſtill the harp's united power prevails. 10 
% Then Colin play d again, and playing ſung: 
She, with the fatal love of glory ſtung, 

% Hears all in pain: her heart begins to ſwell: 
«© In piteous notes ſhe ſighs, in notes which tell 110 : 
«« Her bitter anguiſh: he, till ſinging, plies 
« His limber joints: her ſorrows higher riſe. 
% How ſhall ſhe bear a conqueror, who, before, y 


No equal through the grove in muſic bore? 11% 
«« Shelf 
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© « She droops, ſhe hangs her flagging wings,ſhe moans» 
« And fetcheth from her breaſt melodious groans. 
© Oppreſs'd with grief at laſt too great to quell, 
« Down, breathleſs, on the guilty harp ſhe fell. 120 
== Then Colin loud lamented o'er the dead, 

60 © And unavailing tears profuſely ſhed, 

And broke his wicked firings, and curs'd his ſkill ; 
And beſt to make attonement for the ill, 124 
If, for ſuch ill, attonement might be made, 

He builds her tomb beneath a laurel ſhade, 

* Thenadds a verſe,and ſetswith flowers the ground, 
And makes a fence of winding oſiers round. 128 
A verſe and tomb is all I now can give; 

And here thy name at leaſt, he ſaid, ſhall live. 


Thus ended Cuddy with the ſetting ſun, 
And, by his tale, unenvy'd praiſes won. 132 
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THE 


SIXTH PASTORAL 


GERON, HOBBINOL, LANAUET. e 


GERON. he 
OW till the ſea behold! how calm the ſky! 
And how, in ſportive chaſe, the ſwallows fly I 
My goats, ſecure from harm, ſmall tendance need, be 
While high, on yonder hanging rock, they feed: 4M he 
And, here below, the banky ſhore along, ref 
Vour heifers graze. Now, then, to ſtrive in ſong 
Prepare. As eldeſt, Hobbinol begin; 
And Languet's rival-verſe, by turns, come in. # 
HOBBINOI. 
Let others ſtake what choſen pledge they will, 
Or kid, or lamb, or mazer wrought with ſkill : 


For praife we ſing, nor wager ought beſide ; W 
And, whoſe the praiſe, let Geron's lips decide. 12 The 
LANQAU ZT. And 

To Geron I my voice, and ſkill, commend, lor 


A candid umpire, and to both a friend. 
GEROM 


PASTORALS. 31 
G E R O W. 

Begin then, boys; and vary well your ſong: 
Begin; nor fear, from Geron's ſentence, wrong. 16 
\ boxen hautboy, loud, and ſweet of ſound, 

All varniſh'd, and with brazen ringlets bound, 


to the victor give: no mean reward, 
f to the ruder village - pipes compar'd. 20 
HOBBINOI. 
The ſnows are melted; and the kindly rain 
deſcends on every herb, and every grain: 
oft balmy breezes breathe along the ſky ; 
he bloomy ſeaſon of the year is nigh. 24 
LANQAUE T. 
The cuckoo calls aloud his wandering love; 
he turtle's moan is hear'd in every grove; 
he paſtures change; the warbling linnets ſing: 
repare to welcome in the gaudy ſpring. 28 
HOBBINO L. 
When locuſts, in the ferny buſhes, cry, 
hen ravens pant, and ſnakes in caverns lie, 
raze then in woods, and quit the ſhadeleſs plain, 
ſe ſhall ye preſs the ſpungy teat in vain. 32 
LAN AUE. 
When greens to yellow vary, and ye ſee 
12 {he ground beſtrew'd with fruits off every tree, 
nd ſtormy winds are hear'd, think winter near, 


(or truſt too far to the declining year. 36 
D 2 H © B- 


32 PAST ORAL S. 
HOBBINOI. H 


Woe then, alack ! befall the ſpendthrift ſwain, 
When froſt, and ſnow, and hail, and fleet, and rait 
By turns chaſtiſe him, while, through little care, 
His ſheep, unſhelter'd, pine in nipping air. 

LANSQUET. 

The lad of forecaſt then untroubled ſees 
The white-bleak plains, and ſilvery froſted trees: 
He fends his flock, and, clad in homely frize, 
In his warm cott the wintry blaſt defies. 

HOBBINO®O L. 

Full fain, O bleſs'd Eliza! would J praiſe 
Thy maiden rule, and Albion's golden days: 
Then gentle Sidney liv'd, the ſhepherd's friend: 
Eternal bleſſings on his ſhade attend ! 4 

LANNQAU ET. 

Thrice happy ſhepherds now! for Dorſet loves 
The country-muſe, and our reſounding groves, 
While Anna reigns : O, ever may ſhe reign! 

And bring, on earth, the golden age again. 
HOBBINO L. 
T love, in ſecret all, a beauteous maid, 
And have my love, in ſecret all, repaid; 
This coming night ſhe plights her troth to me: 
Divine her name, and thou the victor be. gh 
LANQUET. 

Mild as the lamb, unharmful as the doye, 

True as the turtle, 19 the maid I loye : 


M. 


Hen 
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How we in ſeeret love, I ſhall not ſay: 
Divine her name, and I give up the day. 60 
HOBBIN OI. 
Soft on a cowſlip-bank my dove and I 
Together lay; a brook ran murmuring by: 
A thouſand tender things to me ſhe faid; 
And I a thouſand tender things repaid. 64 
LANDS9UET. 
In ſummer-ſhade, behind the cocking hay, 
What kind endearing words did ſhe not ſay! 
Her lap, with apron deck'd, ſhe fondly ſpread, 
And ſtrok d my cheek, and lull'd my leaning head. 68 
 "HOESBSTNOL. 
Breathe ſoft ye winds; ye waters gently flow ; 
Shield her ye trees; ye flowers around her grow: 
e ſwains, I beg ye, paſs in ſilence by; 
My love, in yonder vale, aſleep does lie. 72 
LANAU ET. 
Once Delia ſlept on eaſy moſs reclin'd, 
Her lovely limbs half bare, and rude the wind: 
ſmooth'd her coats, and ſtole a ſilent kiſs: 
ondemn me, ſhepherds, if I did amiſs. 76 
HOB.BINOL. 
As Marian bath'd, by chance I paſſed by ; 
She bluſh'd, and at me glanc'd a ſidelong eye; 
Then, cowering in the treacherous ſtream ſhe try'd 
Her tempting form, yet till in vain, to hide. 80 
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LANNAU ET. 
As I, to cool me, bath'd one ſultry day, 
Fond Lydia, lurking, in the ſedges lay: 
The wanton laugh'd, and ſeem'd in haſte to fly, 
Yet oft ſhe ſtopp'd, and oft ſhe turn'd her eye. 8, 
| HOBBINO L. | 

When firſt I ſaw, would 1 had never ſeen, 
Young Lyſet lead the dance on yonder green, 
Intent upon her beauties, as ſhe mov'd, 

Poor beedleſs wretch! at unawares I lov'd. 85 
LANQUET. 

When Lucy decks with flowers her ſwelling breaſ, 
And on her elbow leans, diſſembling reſt, 
Unable to refrain my madding mind, 

Nor herds, nor paſture, worth my care I find. q 
HOBBINO®O L. 

Come, Roſalind, O come ! for, wanting thee, 

Our peopled vale a deſert is to me. 
Come, Roſalind, O, come! My brinded kine, 
My ſnowy ſheep, my farm, and all, are thine. 96 
LAN9UET. | 
Come, Roſalind, O come! Here ſhady bowers, 
Here are cool fountains, and here ſpringing flowers: 
Come, Roſalind! Here ever let us ſtay, 
And ſweetly waſte the live-long time away. 100 
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HOBBIN OI. 

In vain the ſeaſons of the moon I know, 
The force of healing herbs, and where they grow: 
No herb there is, no ſeaſon, to remove 
From my fond heart the racking pains of love. 104 

LANDQUET. 

What profits me, that I in charms have ſkill, 
And ghoſts, and goblins order as I will, 

Yet have, with all my charms, no power to lay 
The ſprite that breaks my quiet night and day? 108 
HOB BINGO L, 

O that, like Colin, I had ſkill in rhimes, 
To purchaſe credit with ſucceeding times ! 

Sweet Colin Clout ! who never, yet, had peer; 
Who ſung through all the ſeaſons of the year 112 
LANDSUET:. 

Let me, like Merlin, ſing: his voice had power 
To free the *clipſing moon at midnight hour: 
And, as he ſung, the fairies with their queen, 
In mantles blue, came tripping o'er the green. 116 

HOBBIN OI. 

Laſt eve of May did I not hear them ſing, 
And ſee their dance? And I can ſhew the ring, 
Where, hand in hand, they ſhift their feet ſo light: 
The graſs ſprings greener from their tread by night, 

LANDUSET. 

But haſt thou ſeen their king, in rich array, 

Fam'd Oberon, with damaſk'd robe ſo gay, 
D 4 Ard 
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And gemmy crown, by moonſhine ſparkling far, 
And azure ſcepter, pointed with a ſtar? 124 
G ER O M. a 
Here end your pleaſing ſtrife. Both vitors are; 
And both with Colin may, in rhyme, compare. 
A boxen hautboy, loud, and ſweet of ſound, 
All varniſh'd, and with brazen ringlets bound, 128 i 
To each I give. A mizzling miſt deſcends | 
Adown that ſteepy rock: and this way tends 
Yon diſtant rain. Shoreward the veſlels ſtrive ; 
And, ſee, the boys their flocks to ſhelter drive. 132 
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THE 


STRAY NY MP It 


EASE your muſick, gentle ſwaias: 
| Saw ye Delia croſs the plains? 

l very thicket, every grove, 

ave I ranged, to find my love: 4 
kid, a lamb, my flock, I give, 
ell me only doth ſhe live. 


White her ſkin as mountain-ſnow ; 
1 her cheek the roſes blow: 8 
nd her eye is brighter far 
han the beamy morning ſtar. 
V hen her ruddy lip ye view, 
is a berry moiſt with dew : 12 
nd her breath, Oh tis a gale 
aſſing o'er a fragant vale, 
aſſing, when. A friendly ſhower 

Wreſhens every herb and flower. 16 
Wide her boſom opens, gay 
s the primroſe-dell in May, 
Noeet as violet-borders growing 

Wer fountains ever flowing. 20 


Like 


38 PAST ORAL S. 
Like the tendrells of the vine, 

Do her auburn treſſes twine, 
Gloſſy ringlets all behind 
Streaming buxom to the wind, 
When along the lawn ſhe bounds, 
Light, as hind before the hounds: 
And the youthfal ring ſhe fires, 
Hopeleſs in their fond defires, 

As her flitting feet advance, 
Wanton in the winding dance. 


Tell me, ſhepherds, have ye ſeen 
My delight, my love, my queen? 


PASTORALS. 59 


THE 


HAPPY SWAIN. 


: AVE ye ſeen the morning ſky, 
l H When the dawn prevails on high, 
d When, anon, ſome purple ray 
Gives a ſample of the day, 4 
5 When, anon, the lark, on wing, | 
F Ptrives to ſoar, and ſtrains to ſing? 
Have ye ſeen th' ethereal blue \ 
J ently ſhedding filvery dew, 8 
Wpangling o'er the ſilent green, 
N While the nightingale, unſeen, 
To the moon and ſtars, full bright, 
5 Loneſome chants the hymn of night? 12 


Have ye ſeen the broid'red May 

All her ſcented bloom diſplay, 

Wreezes opening, every hour, 
his, and that, expecting flower, 16 
While the mingling birds prolong, 

From each buſh, the vernal ſong? 


1 


Have ye ſeen the damaſk-roſe 


Her unſully'd bluſh diſcloſe, * 


Or 


60 PASTORALS. 
Or the lily's dewy bell, 

In her gloſſy white, excell, 

Or a garden vary'd o'er 

With a thouſand glories more? 24 


By the beauties theſe diſplay, 
Morning, evening, night, or day, 
By the pleaſures theſe excite, 
Endleſs ſources of delight! 

Judge, by them, the joys I find, 
Since my Roſalind was kind, 
Since ſhe did herſelf reſign 


To my vows, for ever mine. 3 
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EPISTLES. 63 


TO A 


EE © © 


Defired me to write on the Death of Ring 
WILLIAM. 


April 20, 1702. 
1 RUST me, dear George, could I in verſe hut 
: ſhew 
hat ſorrow I, what ſorrow all men, owe 
Wo Naſſau's fate, or could I hope to raiſe 
ſong proportion d to the Monarch's praiſe, 4 
ould I his merits, or my grief, expreſs, 
nd proper thoughts in proper language drefs, 
W nbidden ſhould my pious numbers flow, 
The tribute of a heart o'ercharg'd with woe; 8 
t, rather than profane his ſacred herſe 
th languid praiſes and unhallow'd verſe, 
y ſighs I to myſelf in Glence keep, 
nd inwardly, with ſecret anguiſh, weep. I2 


Let 
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Let Halifax's Muſe (he knew bim well) 
His virtues to ſucceeding ages tell. | 
Let him, who ſung the warrior on the Boyne, 
(Provoking Dorſet in the taſk to join) P 
And ſhew'd the hero more than man before, : 
Let him th' illuſtrious mortal's fate deplore ; 
A mournful theme : while, on raw pinions, I 
But flutter, and make weak attempts to fly: 


I can but like ſome love- ſick fopling rhyme, 
To ſome kind hearted miſtreſs make my court, 
And, like a modiſh wit, in ſonnet ſport. 


] 
. 
Content, if, to divert my vacant time, | | 


Let others, more ambitious, rack their brains 
In poliſh'd ſentiments, and labour'd ſtrains : | 
To blooming Phillis IT a ſong compoſe, 

And, for a rhyme, compare her to the roſe; 
Then, while my fancy works, I write down mor: : 
To paint the bluſh that does her cheek adorn, | 
And, when the whiteneſs of her ſkin I ſhew, 
With ecſtaſy bethink myſelf of ſnow. 

Thus, without pains, I tinkle in the cloſe, 
And ſweeten into verſe inſipid proſe. 


The country ſcraper, when he wakes his crow! 
And makes the tortur'd cat-gut ſqueak aloud, 


' 


> 2 -&* 


EPISTLES. -- _n 
Is often raviſh'd, and in tranſport loſt : 

What more, my friend, can fam'd Corelli boaſt, 
When harmony herſelf from heav'n deſcends, 

And on the artiſt's moving bow attends? 40 


Why then, in making verſes ſhould I ſtrain 
For wit, and of Apollo beg n vein ? 
f Thy ſtudy Horace and the Stagyrite? 
: hy cramp my dulneſs, and in torment write ? 44 
I et me tranſgreſs by nature, not by rule, 
| An artleſs idiot, not a ſtudy'd fool, 
A Withers, not a Rhymer, ſince I aim 
L At nothing leſs, in writing, than a name. 48 
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The Belgick lion in full fury roars. 
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From Holland, 10 a Friend in En gland, 5 
the Year 1103. 


F 
* 
= 


ROM Urrecht's ſilent walks, by winds, I ſend 
Health and kind wiſhes to my abſent friend, 

The winter ſpent, I feel the poet's fire; 
The ſun advances, and the fogs retire : 
The genial ſpring unbinds the frozen earth, 
Dawns on the trees, and gives the primroſe birth. 
Loos'd from their friendly harbours, once again 
Confederate fleets aſſemble on the main : 
The voice of war the gallant ſoldier wakes ; 
And weeping Cle parting kiſſes takes. 
On new-plum'd wings the Roman eagle ſoars ; 


Diſpatch the leader from your happy coaſt, 
The hope of Europe, and Britannia's boaſt : 
O MaxLBoRoucu come! freſh laurels for thee tief 
One conqueſt more; and Gallia will grow wiſe. U 
Old Lewis makes his laſt effort in arms, | 
And ſhews how, even in age, ambition charms. 


Mean while, my friend, the thick ning ſhades 
haunt, du 


And ſmooth canals, and after rivulets pant: 2 


Th 
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he ſmooth canals, alas, too lifeleſs ſhow ! 

or to the eye, nor to the ear, they flow. 

Ftudious of eaſe, and fond of humble things, 
V-low the ſmiles, below the frowns of kings, 24 
Thanks to my ſtars, I prize the ſweets of life: 

ſo ſleepleſs nights I count, no days of ſtrife. 
ontent to live, content to die, unknown, 

Jord of myſelf, accountable to none; 28 
ſleep, I weak, I drink ; 1 ſometimes love ; 

ead, I write ; I ſettle, and I rove, 

hen, and where-e'er, | pleaſe : thus, every hour 
ives ſome new proof of my deſpotick power. 32 
WA, that Iwill, I can; but then, I will 

s reaſon bids; I meditate no ill ; 

Ind, pleas'd with things which in my level lie, 
eave it to madmen o'er the clouds to fly. 36 


But this is all romance, a dream to you, 

ho fence and dance, and keep the court in view. 
hite ſtaffs and truncheons, ſeals and golden keys, 
id filyer ſtars your tow'ring genius pleaſe : 40 
Ich manly thoughts in ev'ry infant riſe, 

ho daily for ſome tinſel trinket cries. 


8 Go on, and proſper, Sir: but firſt from me 
Jes Warn your own temper ; for I know you free, 44 
du can be honeſt; but you cannot bow, 


id cringe, beneath a ſupercilious brow : 
EA You 


2 


Th 
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You cannot fawn ; your ſtubborn ſoul recoils 
At baſeneſs; and your blood too highly boils. 4, 
From nature fome fubmiſſive tempers have; 
Unkind to you, ſhe form'd you not a ſlave. 

A courtier muſt be ſupple, full of guile, 

Muſt learn to praiſe, to flatter, to revile, 61 
The good, the bad, an enemy, a friend, 

"To give falſe hopes, and on falſe hopes depend. 
Go on, and proſper, Sir: but learn to hide 
Your upright ſpirit : *twill be conſtrued pride. $ 
The ſplendour of a court is all a cheat ; 

You muſt be ſervile, ere you can be great. 

Beſides, your ancient patrimony waſted, 

Your youth run out, your ſchemes of granden 
blaſted, 

You may, perhaps, retire in diſcontent, 

And curſe your patron for no ſtrange event: 

The patron will his innocence proteſt, 

And frown in earneſt, tho' he ſmil'd in jeſt. | 
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Man, only from himſelf, can ſuffer wrong; 
His reaſon fails, as his deſires grow ſtrong : 
Hence, wanting ballaſt, and too full of fail, 

He lies expos d to ev'ry rifiag gale. 6 
From youth to age, for happineſs he's bound. 


He ſplits on rocks, or runs his bark aground, 
Or, 


TH 


Or, 


| 
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Dr, wide of land, a deſert ocean views, 


if And, to the laſt, the flying port purſues, 


et, to the laſt, the port he does not gain, 
nd dying finds, too late, he liv'd in vain. 
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And to the moon in icy valleys howl. 


EFLISTUERS 


TO: THE 


EARL of DORSE T. 


Copenhagen, March 9g, 176 | 
ROM frozen climes, and endleſs tracts of ſnouſ 
From ſtreams which northern winds forbid i 


flow, 
What preſent ſhall the muſe to Dorſet bring, 
Or how, ſo near the pole, attempt to ſing! 
The hoary winter here conceals from ſight 
All pleafing objects which to verſe invite. 
The hills and dales, and the delightful woods, 
The flow'ry plains, and ſilver- ſtreaming floods, WF 
By ſnow diſguis'd, in bright confuſion lie, 
And with one dazzling waſte fatigue the eye. 


No gentle breathing breeze prepares the fpring Wl 
No birds within the deſert region ſing. U 1 
The ſhips unmov'd, the boiſt'rous winds defy, ö 
While rattling chariots o'er the ocean fly, 

The vaſt Leviathan wants room to play, 
And ſpouts his waters in the face of day. | | 


The ſtarving wolves along the main ſea prowl, W. 


EFPIS E:L-ES8. 71 


'er many a ſhining league the level main 

Here ſpreads itſelf into a glaſſy plain: 20 
There ſolid billows of enormous ſize, 

Hips of green ice, in wild diſorder rife. 


And yet but lately have I ſeen, ev'n here, 
Ehe winter in a lovely dreſs appear. 24 
eEre yet the clouds let fall the treaſur'd ſnow, 
Pr winds begun through hazy ſkies to blow, 
At evining a keen eaſtern breeze aroſe, 
And the deſcending rain unſully'd froze. 28 

5 oon as the ſilent ſhades of night withdrew, 
The ruddy morn diſclos'd at once to view 
he face of nature in a rich diſguiſe, 
F nd brighten'd ev'ry object to my eyes: 32 
For ev'ry ſhrub, and ev'ry blade of graſs, 
And ev'ry pointed thorn, ſeem'd wrought in glaſs , 
In pearls and rubies rich the hawthorns ſhow, 
While through the ice the crimſon berries glow. 36 
WT he thick-ſprung reeds, which watry marſhes yield, 
Peem'd poliſh'd lances in a hoſtile field. 
he ſtag in limpid currents, with ſurpriſe, 
y dees cryſtal branches on his forehead riſe: 40 
Erne ſpreading oak, the beech, and tow'ring pine, 
laz' d over, in the freezing æther ſhine. 
rbe frighted birds the rattling branches ſhun, 

Which Wave and glitter in the diſtant ſun, 44 
E 4 When 
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When if a ſudden guſt of wind ariſe, 
The brittle foreſt into atoms flies, 
The crackling wood beneath the tempeſt bende, 
And in a ſpangled ſhow'r the proſpect ends: 431 
Or, if a ſouthern gale the region warm, © 
And by degrees unbind the wintry charm, 
The traveller a miry country ſees, 
And journies fad beneath the dropping trees: «51 
Like ſome deluded peaſant, Merlin leads 
Through fragrant bow'rs, and thro' delicious meads, # 
While here inchanted gardens to him riſe, : 
And airy fabricks there attract his eyes, ;6 
His wand'ring feet the magick paths purſue, 
And while he thinks the fair illuſion true, 
The trackleſs ſcenes diſperſe in fluid air, 
And woods, and wilds, and thorny ways appear, 60 
A tedious road the weary wretch returns, 
And, as he goes, the tranſient viſion mourns. 
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To the Right Honourable CHARLES Lord 
HALIPAX, one of the Lox DS JUSTICES 
appointed by His MAIEST v. 


: A 
PDATRON of verſe, O Halifax, attend, | 


The muſe's fav'rite, and the poet's friend! 

| 7 pproaching joys my raviſh'd thoughts inſpire : 

feel the tranſport ; and my foul's on fire! 4 

: er fears, tranſplanted, to her ſoes are fled. 

Again her ſtandard ſhe diſplays to view; 

And all its faded hlies bloom anew. _ 

Here beauteous Liberty ſalutes the ſight, 
Þtill pale, nor yet recover'd of her fright, 


Wilſt here Religion, ſmiling to the ſkies, 
Her thanks expreſſes with uplifted eyes. 12 


Again Britannia rears her awful head: 


hut who advances next, with chearful grace, 
oy in her eye, and plenty in her face? 
A wheaten garland does her head adorn, 
1 O Property | O goddeſs, Engliſb-born ! 16 
Vhere haſt thou been? How did the wealthy mourn 
he bankrupt nation figh'd for thy return, 
Doubtful 
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Doubtful for whom her ſpreading funds were fill'd, I 
Her fleets were freighted, and her fields were tilbd | }- 
20 4 8 

No longer then ſhall France and Spain combin'd, P 
Strong in their golden Indies, awe mankind. bi 
Brave Catalans, who for your freedom ſtrive, A 
And in your ſhatter'd bulwarks yet ſurvive, N 
For you alone, worthy a better fate, 1 
O, may this happy change not come too late! Bi 
Great in your ſufferings! — But, my muſe, forbear; T 
Nor damp the publick gladneſs with a tear: 1 
The Hero has receiv'd their juſt complaint, =O 


Grac'd with the name of our fam'd patron-ſaint: {RO 
Like him, with pleaſure he foregoes his reſt, Re 
And longs, like him, to ſuccour the diſtreſs'd. 3 0 
Firm to his friends, tenacious of his word, : A 


As juſtice calls, he draws or ſheaths the ſword: 
Matur'd by thought his councils ſhall prevail ; 


Nor ſhall his promiſe to his people fail. FI 
He comes, deſire of nations! England's boaſt ! 1 Ti 
Already has he reach'd the Belgian coaſt. 4 By 
Our great deliverer comes l and with him brings [Ex 
A progeny of late-ſucceeding Kings, 49 At 
Fated to triumph o'er Britannia's foes T4 
In diſtant years, and fix the world's repoſe. 4 

Ar 


The floating ſquadorns now approach the ſhore; 


Loſt in the ſailors ſhouts, the cannons roar : 4} 
And 
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And now, behold, the ſovereign of the main, 
i High on the deck, amidſt his ſhining train, 
4 Surveys the ſubject flood. An eaſtern gale 
d, Plays through the ſhrouds, and ſwells in every fail: 48 
Th' obſequious waves his new dominion own, 
And gently waft their monarch to his throne. 
Now the glad Britons hail their king to land, 
Hang on the rocks, and blacken all the ſtrand: 52 
But who the ſilent extaſy can ſhow, 
The paſſions which in nobler boſoms glow? 
Who can deſcribe the godlike patriot's zeal ? 
Or who, my lord, your generous Joys reveal? 56 
Ordain'd, once more, our treaſure to advance, 
Retrieve our trade, and fink the pride of France, 
Once more the long- neglected arts to raiſe, 
And form each riſing genius for the bays. 60 


Accept the preſent of a grateful ſong ; 
1 This prelude may provoke the learned throng: 
To Cam and %s ſhall the joyful news, 
By me convey'd, awaken every muſe. 64 
Even now the vocal tribe in verſe conſpires; 
And I already hear their ſounding lyres: 
To them the mighty labour I reſign, 
W& Give up the Theme, and quit the tuneful Mine. 68 
o when the ſpring firſt ſmiles among the trees, 
And bloſſoms open to the vernal breeze, 


The 
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The watchful nightingale, with early ſtrains, | 
Summons the warblers of the woods and plains, 72 
But drops her mufick, when the choir appear, 
And liſtens to the concert of the year. 
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T O 


LO De 
departing from DUBLIN. 


| 1726. 
EHOLD, Britannia weaves her flag on high, 
And calls forth breezes from the weſtern (ky, 
And beckons to her ſon, and ſmooths the tide, 
That does Hibernia from her clifts divide. 4 


= Go, Carteret, go; and, with thee, go along 
The nation's bleſſing, and the poet's ſong, 

| | Loud acclamations, with melodious lays, 

The kindeſt wiſhes, and ſincereſt praiſe. 3 


= Go, Carteret, go; and bear my joys away! 
80 ſpeaks the muſe, that fain would bid thee ſtay: 
So ſpoke the virgin to the youth unkind, 

Who gave his vows, and canvaſs, to the wind, 12 
f And promis'd to return; but never more 

0 Did he return to the Threician ſhore. 


: Go, Carteret, go: alas, a tedious while 
Haſt thou been abſent from thy mother · ĩſle; 16 
A ſlow⸗- 
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A ſlow- pac'd train of months to thee and thine, 
A flight of moments to a heart like mine, 
That feels perfections, and reſigns with pain 
Enjoyments I may never know again. 2 


O, while mine eye purſues the fading ſails, 
Smooth roll ye waves, and ſteddy breathe ye galez, 
And urge with gentle ſpeed to Albion's ſtrand ; 
A houſehold fair amidſt the faireſt land, mM 

In every decency of life polite, F 
A freight of virtues, wafting from my ſight: 
And now farewell, O early in renown, 
Illuſtrious, young, in labours for the crown, . ir 
Juſt, and benign, and vigilant, in power, 
And elegant to grace the vacant hour, 

Relaxing ſweet! Nor are we born to wear 

The brow ſtill bent, and give up life to care: 31 
And thou, mild glory beaming round his fame, 
Franciſca, thou, his firſt, his lateſt, flame, 
Parent of bloom! In pleaſing arts refin'd! 
Farewell thy hand, and voice, in muſick join'd, 30 
Thy courteſy, as ſoothing as thy ſong, 

And ſmiles ſoft-gleaming on the courtly throng: 

And thou, Chariſſa, haſtening to thy prime, 

And Carolina, chiding tardy time, 40 
Who every tender wiſh of mine divide, 1 


For whom I ſtrung the lyre once lay d aſide, 
Receive, 
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Receive, and bear in mind, my fond farewell, 
fThrive on in life! and, thriving on, excel! 


Accept this token, Carteret, of good will, 

he voice of nature, undebas'd by ſkill, 
FT heſe parting numbers cadenc'd by my grief, 

For thy lov'd ſake and for my own relief, 48 
f aught, alas, they abſence may relieve, 

1 No I am left, perhaps, through life to grieve: 
et would I hope, yet hope, I know not why, 
But hopes and wiſhes in one balance lie) 52 

Thou may'ſt reviſit, with thy wonted ſmiles, 
erna, iſland ſet around with iſles: 
May the ſame heart, that bids thee now adieu, 
Salute thy ſails, and hail thee into view. 56 
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8 O N S. 
1 


To purling rills 
The love - ſick Strephon flies; 
There, full of woe, 

His numbers flow, 
And all in rhyme he dies. 
II. 
The fair coquet, 
With feign'd regret, 
Invites him back to town; 
But, when in tears, 
The youth appears, 
She meets him with a frown. 
III. 
Full oft' the maid 
This prank had play'd, 
Till angry Strephon ſwore, 
And, what is ſtrange, 
Tho' loth to change, 
Would never ſee her more. 


ROM MWhite's and Wills 
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SONG 


1 Random chance, of wilful fate, 


O DES. "Ty 
S G N 6. 


1 
I7H welove, and why we hate, 
Is not granted us to know; 


—— —_ 


Guides the ſhaft from Cupid's bow. =, 
II. 


| If on me Zelinda frown, 


Madneſs tis in me to grieve : 


Since her will is not her own, 


Why ſhould I uneaſy live! 
III. 


Ik] for Zelinda die, 


Deaf to poor Mizella's cries, 


© Aſk not me the reaſon why: 


Seek the riddle in the ſkies. 


2 ODE 8 


＋ Q) 


SIGNORA CCE ZZ ON 


We Siren of the ſtage, 
Charmer of an idle age, 
Empty warbler, breathing lyre, 
Wanton gale of fond deſire, 
Bane of every manly art, 

Sweet enfeebler of the heart, 

O, too pleaſing in thy ſtrain, 
Hence, to ſouthern climes again; 
Tuneful miſchief, vocal ſpell, 
To this iſland bid farewell ; 
Leave us as we ought to be, 
Leave the Britons rough and free, 


May, 257 1) 


9 DES . 3; 


To the Mzwory of the late 


EARL F HAL IF AX. 


June 30, 1718. 
EEPING o'er thy ſacred urn, 
| Ever ſhall the muſes mourn ; 
Fady ſhall their numbers flow, 
Fer elegant in woe. 4 


5 Thouſands, nobly born, ſhall die, 

Thouſands in oblivion lie, 

© Names, which leave no trace behind, 

Like the clouds before the wind, 8 
When the duſky ſhadows pals, 

&ightly fleeting o'er the graſs. 


© But, O Halifax, thy name 
mall through ages riſe in fame: 12 
Breet remembrance ſhalt thou find, 

Meet in every noble mind. 


* 

+ + 

4 
* 
* 
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To the Ho x OoUR ABI 


MISS CARTERET. 


LOOM of beauty, early flow'r 
Of the bliſsful bridal bow'r, 
Thou, thy parents pride and care, 
Faireſt offspring of the fair, 
Lovely pledge of mutual love, 
Angel ſeeming from above, 
Was it not thou day by day 
Doſt thy very ſex betray, 
Female more and more appear, 
Female, more than angel dear, 
How to ſpeak thy face and mien, 
(Soon too dangerous to be ſeen) 
How ſhall I, or ſhall the muſe, 
Language of reſemblance chooſe ? 
Language like thy mien and face, 
Full of ſweetneſs, full of gracel 


By the next - returning ſpring, 
When again the linnets fing, 


O D E S. 
hen again the lambkins play, 
Pretty ſportlings full of May, 20 
When the meadows next are ſeen, 
Geet enamel! white and green, 

nd the year, in freſh attire, 
Welcomes every pay deſire, 24 
Nooming on ſhalt thou appear 
lore inviting than the year, 
icer ſight than orchard ſhows, | 
Which beſide a river blows : 28 
et another ſpring 1 ſee, 
nd a brighter bloom in thee 
nd another round of time, 

ireling, ſtill improves thy prime: > it Os 
| nd, beneath the vernal ſkies, : 
et a verdure more ſhall riſe, 
Tre thy beauties, kindling ſſo nm 
M each finiſh'd feature glow, 33% 92.908 
re, in ſmiles and in diſdain, 
T hou exert thy maiden reign, 
W bſolute to ſave, or kill, 
; ond beholders, at thy will. | 40 


ds 


Then the taper-moulded waſte. 

Mith a ſpan of ribbon braced, 

Nad the ſwell of either breaſt, | 
And the wide high-vavlted cheſt, 5 44 
7 F 3 And 
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And the neck ſo white and round, 
Little neck with brilliants bound, 


And the ſtore of charms which ſhine 


Above, in lineaments divine, 
Crowded in a narrow ſpace 

To compleat the deſp'rate face, 
Theſe alluring powers, and more, 
Shall enamour'd youths adore ; 
Theſe, and more, in courtly lays, 
Many an aking heart ſhall praiſe. 


Happy thrice, and thrice agen, 
Happieſt he of happy men, 
Who, in courtſhip greatly ſped, 
Wins the damſel to his bed, 
Bears the virgin prize away, 
Counting life one nuptial day! 
For the dark- brown duſk of hair, 
Shadowing thick thy forehead fair, 
Down the veiny temples growing, 
O'er the ſloping ſhoulders flowing, 
And the ſmoothly-pencil'd brow, 
Mild to him in every vow, 

And the fringed lid below, 

Thin as thinneſt bloſſoms blow, 
And the hazely-lucid eye, 

Whence heart-winning glances fly, 


68 
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Nnd that cheek of health, o erſpread 
ith ſoft · blended white and red, 
And the witching ſmiles which break 
Mound thoſe lips, which ſweetly ſpeak, 
And thy gentleneſs of mind, Eo 
Gentle from a gentle kind, 

Erheſe endowments, heay'ply dow'r! 
Brought him in the promis'd hour, 

Shall for ever bind him to thee, 

Shall renew him ſtill to woo thee. 
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e 
On the Death of the Right Honourali 
WILLIAM Earl. CoWẽã ER. 


ai 


8 ih Wes 174 
ST RO. AH. I. 

AKE the Britiſb harp again, 

To a ſad melodious ftrain ; 

Wake the harp, whoſe every ſtring, 
When Halifax reſign'd his breath, 
Accus'd inexorable death ; 
For 1, once more, muſt in affliction fing, 
One ſong of ſorrow more beſtow, 
The burden of a heart o'ercharg'd with woe: | 
Yet, O my ſoul, if aught may bring relief, 
Full many, grieving, ſhall applaud thy grief, 
The pious verſe, that Cowper does deplore, 
Whom all the boaſted powers of verſe cannot reſton 


ANTISTROPHE I. 


Not to her, his fondeſt care, 
Not to hislov'd offspring fair, 
Nor his country ever dear, 
From her, from them, from Britain torn: 161 
With her, with them, does Britain mourn: 4 
His name, from every eye, calls forth a tear; 


And 


O D E S. 89 
W nd, intermingling ſighs with praiſe, 

All good men wiſh the number of bis days 20 
ad been to him twice told, and twice again, 

that ſeal'd book, where all things which pertain 

o mortal man, whatever things befall, 

Pre from eternity confirm'd, beyond recall; 24 


2 
EPODE I. 


IV here every loſs, and every gain, 
here every grief, and every joy, 
Every pleaſure, every pain, 
Lach bitter and each ſweet alloy, 28 
To us uncertain though they flow, 
Are pre-ordain'd, and fix'd, above. 
'00 wretched ſtate ! did man foreknow 
Hoſe ills, which man cannot remove, 32 
Vain is wiſdom for preventing 
hat the wiſeſt live lamenting. 


STROPHE . 


Mither ſent, who knows the day 

When he ſhall be call'd away ? 

Various is the term aſlign'd : 

An hour, a day, ſome months, or years, 38 
be breathing ſoul on earth appears: 

F ut, through the ſwift ſucceſſion of mankind, 3 
- Swarm 


cnn 
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Swarm after ſwarm ! a buſy race, | 
The ſtrength of cities or of courts the grace, 
Or who in camps delight, or who abide | 
Diffus'd o'er lands, or float on oceans wide, : 2 
Of them, though many here long-ling' ring dwell, y 
And ſee their children's children, yet, how fei Fa 
excel ! | 


ANTISTROPHE I. 


Here we come, and hence we go, 

Shadows paſling too and fro, 

Seen a-while, forgotten ſoon : 

But thou to fair diſtinction born, 

Thou, Cowrzx, beamy in the morn 

Of life, ſtill brightening to the pitch of noon, 
Scarce verging to the ſteep decline, | 
Hence ſummon'd while thy virtues radiant ſhine, (i 
Thou ſingled out the forſterling of fame, e 


Secure of praiſe, nor leſs ſecur'd from blame, 
Shalt be remember'd with a fond applauſe, 
So long as Britons own the ſame indulgent laws, 


EPODE I. 


United in one publick weal, 
Rejoicing in one freedom, all, 
Cowrex's hand apply'd the Seal, 
And levelb'd the partition-wall, 
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he choſen ſeeds of great events 

re thinly ſown, and ſlowly riſe : 

Ind Time the harve&-ſcythe preſents, 

& ſeaſon, to the good and wile : 66 
Wymning to the harp my ſtory, 

ain would I record his glory, 


STROPHE III. 


Pouring forth, with heavy heart, 
Truth unleaven'd, pure of art, 7a 
ike the hallow'd Bard of yore, 

Fo chanted in authentick rhymes 
he worthies of the good old times, 
re living vice in verſe was varniſh'd o'er, 74 
And virtue died without a ſong. 
pport of friendleſs right, to powerful wrong 
check, behofd bim in the judgment ſeat! 
. wice, there, approv'd, in righteouſneſs compleat: 
N juſt awards, how gracious! tempering law 
| ith mercy, and reproving with a winning awe. 


ANTISTROPHE Il 


Wear him ſpeaking, and you hear 
Neaſon tuneful to the ear! 82 
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Lips with thymy language ſweet, 
Diſtilling on the hearer's mind 

The balm of wiſdom, ſpeech refin'd, | 
Celeſtial gifts !—Oh, when the nobles meet, uſ 
When next, thou ſea-ſurrounded land, 
Thy nobles meet at Baunswicx's high command, 
In vain they ſhall the charmer's voice defire! 

In vain thoſe lips of eloquence require! 

That mid conviction, which the ſoul aſſails 

By ſoft alarms, and with a gentle force prevails! 


. 


To ſuch perſuaſion, willing, yields 
The liberal mind, in freedom train'd, 
Freedom, which, in crimſon'd fields, 
By hardy toil our fathers gain'd, 
Jnheritance of long deſcent ! 0 
The ſacred pledge, ſo dearly priz'd 
By that bleſs'd ſpirit we lament : 
Grieſ-caſing lays, by grief devis'd, 
Plaintive numbers, gently flowing, 
Sooth the ſorrows to him owing ! 


8 T RO NE. 


Early on his growing heir, 
Stamp what time may not impair, 


O DES. 
Is he grows, that coming years, 
Pr youthful pleaſures, or the yain 
Pigantic phantom of the brain 


Dr worthier cares, to youth unknown, 
Ennobling manhood, flower of life full-blown, 
May never wear the boſom-image faint : 


be living lovely ſemblance of his fire, 


Ambition, breeding monſtrous hopes and fears, 


D, let him prove what words but weakly paint, 


93 


106 


© model to his ſon! that ages may admire! 114 
ANTISTROPHE IV. 
Every virtue, every grace, 
gell renewing in the race, 
Once thy father's pleaſing hope, 
hy widow'd mother's comfort now, 118 
No fuller bliſs does heav'n allow, 
hie we behold yon wide - ſpread azure cope 
With burning ſtars thick- luſtred o er, 
Than to enjoy, and to deſerve, a ſtore 122 
Pf treaſur'd fame by blameleſs deeds acquit d, 
Wy all unenvied, and by all deſit'd, 
Free gift of men, the tribute of good -will! 
Nich in this patrimony fair, increaſe it ſtill. 126 
EPODE IV. 
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EPODE . 


The fulneſs of content remains 

Above the yet unfathom'd ſkies, 

Where, triumphant, gladneſs reigns, 
Where wiſhes ceaſe, and pleaſures riſe 
Beyond all wiſh ; where bitter tears 
For dying friends are never ſhed ; 
Where, ſighing, none defire paſs'd years 
Recall'd, or wiſh the future fled. 
Mournful meaſures. O, relieve me! 
Sweet remembrance! ceaſe to grieve me. 


$7 KKOPHE-V:: 


He the robe of juſtice wore 
Sully'd not as heretofore, 


When the magiſtrate was ſought 
With yearly gifts. Of what avail 
Are guilty hoards ? for lite is frail : 
And we are judg'd Pere Ind is not bought. 1/ 
By him forewarn'd, thou frantick iſle, 

How did the thirſt of gold thy ſons beguile! 
Beneath the ſpecious ruin thouſands groan'd, 
By him, alas, forewarn'd, by him bemoan'd. 1 
Where ſhall his like, on earth, be found ? oh 


% 


when : 2 I 
Shall I, once more, behold the moſt belov'd 0K 


men! 5 


4 
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4 TISTROSGY EHE v. 


inning aſpect ! winning mind! 
Foul and body aptly join'd : 180 
arching thought, engaging wit, | 
nabled to inſtru, or pleaſe, 
niting dignity with eaſe, 
Y nature form'd for every purpoſe fit, 154 

adearing excellence! O, why 
ſuch perfection born, and born to die? 

Hr do ſuch rare endowments ſtill ſurvive, 
Js plants remov'd to milder regions thrive, 158 
one eternal ſpring? and we bewail 
he parting ſoul, new-born to life that cannot fail. 


; 


EPODE v. 


There ſacred friendſhip, plighted love, 

rental joys, unmix'd with care, 162 

rough perpetual time improve ? 

do the deathleſs bleſſed ſhare 

Wblimer raptures, unreveal'd, | | 

ond our weak conception pure? 166 

t, while thoſe glories lie conceal'd, 

e righteous count the promiſe ſure, 

Wrials to the laſt enduring, 

the laſt their hope ſecuring. 170 
: To 
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To the Right Honourable 


WIIIIAM PuLTENEY, Ef; 


' May 1, 1111 
HO, much diſtinguiſh'd, yet is bleſs? 
Who, dignified above the reſt, | 
Does, ſtill, unenvied live? 
Not to the man whoſe wealth abounds, 
Nor to the man whoſe fame reſounds, 
Does heaven ſuch favour give, 
Nor to the noble-born, nor to the ſtrong, 
Nor to the gay, the beautiful, or young. 
| IT. 
Whom then, ſecure of happineſs, 
Does every eye beholding bleſs, 
And every tongue commend ? 
Him, Pulteney, who poſſeſſing ſtore 
Is not ſollicitous of more, 
Who, to mankind a friend, 
Nor envies, nor is envied by, the great, 
Polite in courts, polite in his retreat: 
III. 
Whoſe unambitious, active, ſoul 
Attends the welfare of the whole, 
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When publick ſtorms ariſe, 
And, in the calm, a thouſand ways 20 
Diverſifies his nights and days, 
| Still elegantly wiſe ; 

While books, each morn, the lightſome ſoul invite, 
And friends with ſeaſon'd mitth improve the night. 
IV. 

In him do men no blemiſh ſee ; 
And faQtions in his praiſe agree, 

When moſt they vex the ſtate: 
Diſtinguiſh'd favourite of the ſkies, 28 
Belov'd he lives, lamented dies: 

Yet, ſhall he not to fate 
dubmit entire ; the reſcuing muſe ſhall ſave 
His precious name, and win him from the grave. 32 
V. 
Loo frail is braſs and poliſh'd ſtone ; 
1 fame the muſe alone 

On merit can beſtow: 
Yet, muſt the time-enduring ſong, 36 
The verſe unrival'd by the throng, 

From nature's bounty flow : 
he ungifted tribe in metre paſs away, 
Pblivion's ſport, the poets of a day. 40 

VI. 
What laws ſhall o'er the Ode preſide? 
In vain wquld art preſume to guide 
G 'The 
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The chariot-wheels of praiſe, 
When fancy, driving, ranges free, 
Freſh flowers ſelecting like the bee, 
And regularly ſtrays, 
While nature does, diſdaining aids of ſkill, 
The mind with thought, the ears with numbers, il 
VII. 
As when the Theban hymns divine 
Make proud Olympian victors ſhine 
In an eternal blaze, 
The varying meaſures, ever new, 
Unbeaten tracks of fame purſue, 
While through the glorious maze 
The poet leads his heroes to renown, 
And weaves in verſe a never-fading crown. 
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1 | 
Miß, Margaret Pulteney, Daughter of 
IS Daniel Pulteney, Zy; in the Nurſery. 


April 27, 1727. 
C IMPLY damſel, ſweetly ſnyling, 
All careſſing, none beguiling, 

, d of beauty, fairly blowing, | 

ery charm to nature owing, 1 
His and that new thing admiring, 
M ch of this and that enquiring, 
Wowledge by degrees attaining, | 
*. by day ſome virtue gaining, 8 
Wn years hence, when I leave chiming, 
be: dleſs poets, fondly rhyming, 
ſcu'd now, perhaps, in ſpelling) 
W thy riper beauties dwelling, 12 
all accuſe each killing feature 
che cruel, charming, creature, 
Whom I knew complying, willing, 


a 

2 

** 

* 

; der, and averſe to killing. 16 
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Tit 


"To Mis CrtarLotre PL TEE, iff 
ber Mother's Arms. . 

l 

. t 


8 May 1, 1 

IMELY bloſſom, infant fair, f 
Fondling of a happy pair, 

Every morn, and every night, 

Their ſolicitous delight, 

Sleeping, waking, ſtill at eafe, 

Pleaſing, without ſkill to pleaſe, 

Little goſſip blithe and hale, | 

Tattling many a broken tale, 

Singing many a tunelefs fong, er 

Laviſh of a heedleſs tongue, 

Simple maiden, void of art, | 

Babbling out the very heart, 

Yet abandon'd to thy will, 

Yet imagining no il, 

Yet too innocent to bluſh, 

Like the linnet in the buſh, 

To the mother-linnet's note 

Moduling her ſlender throat, 

Chirping forth thy petty joys, 

Wanton in the change of toys, 

Like the linnet green, in May, 

Flitting to each bloomy ſpray, 


O D E S. 


Wearied then, and glad of reſt, 
ike the linnet in the neſt. 

i ; his thy preſent happy lot, 

This, in time, will be forgot: 

D ther pleaſures, other cares, 

er · buſy time prepares; 

Ind thou ſhalt in thy daughter ſee, 


Fhis picture, once, reſembled thee. 
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dc 
$0 
To the Right Honourable 

ROBERT WALPOLE, ZV, fl. 

June 15, 1124 

3 to public zeal, N 

Miniſter of England's weal, : 

Have you leiſure for a ſong, a 

Tripping lightly o'er the tongue, 1 þ 
Swift and ſweet in every meaſure, 4 
Tell me, Walpole, have you leiſure? * 
Nothing lofty will I ſing, 4 
Nothing of the favourite king, a! 
Something, rather, ſung with eaſe, £ 
Simply elegant to pleaſe. 5 
i E 
Fairy virgin, Britif muſe, « 8 
Some unhear'd of ſtory chooſe : | 11Y* c 
Chooſe the glory of the ſwain, « 8 
Gifted with a magick ſtrain, 61 
Swaging grief of every kind, «8 
Healing, with a verſe, the mind: | 1 7 
To him came a man of power, « N 
To him, in a cheerleſs hour : « Þ 


When the ſwain, by Druids taught, 
Soon divin'd his irkſome thought, 
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Soon the maple harp he ſtrung, 
Soon, with filver accent, ſung. 


« Steerer of a mighty realm, 
« Pilot, waking o'er the helm, 24 
[3 KHBleſſing of thy native ſoil, 
« Weary of a thankleſs toil, 
24” Caſt repining thought behind, 
* Give thy trouble to the wind. as 
« Mortal, deſtin'd to excel, 
* Bear the blame of doing well, 
{© Like the worthies great of old, 
In the liſt of fame enroll'd. 32 
What, though titles thou decline? 
« Still the more thy virtues ſhine. 
5” Envy, with her ſerpent eye, 
Marks each praiſe that ſoars on high. 36 
To thy lot reſign thy will: 
Every good is mix d with ill. 
« See, the white unblemiſh'd roſe 
On a thorny bramble blows : 40 
ee, the torrent pouring rain | 
Does the limpid fountain ſtain: 
* Gee, the giver of the day 


Urgeth on, through clouds, his way: 44 
* Nothing is, entirely, bleſs'd ; 

Envy does thy worth atveſt. 

8 4 © Pleafing 


104 O D E 8. 


« Pleaſing viſions, at command, 
« Anſwer to my voice and hand; 
„Quick, the bliſsful ſcene prepare, 
„ Sooth the patriot's heavy care: 
«© Viſions, cheering to the fight, 
« Give him earneſt of delight. 


„ Wiſe diſpoſer of affairs, 
„View the end of all thy cares! 
«© Forward caſt thy raviſh'd eyes, 
See the gladning harveſt riſe: 
« Lo, the people reap thy pain! 
«© 'Thine the labour, theirs the gain. 
© Yonder turn, a while, thy view, 
«« Turn thee to yon ſpreading yew, 
Once the gloomy tree of fate, 
« Once the plighted virgin's hate : 
„Nov, no longer, does it grow, 
«© Parent of the warring bow: 
„ See, beneath the guiltleſs ſhade, 
„ Peaſants ſhape the plow and ſpade, 
«© Reſcued, ever, from the fear 
Of the whiſtling ſhaft and ſpear. 
„Lo, where plenty comes, with peace! 
* Hear the breath of murmur ceaſe : 
«© See, at laſt, unclouded days; 
* Hear, at laſt, unenvied praiſe. 


52 


68 


72 
« Nothing 
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« | 


O D E Ss. 105 


Nothing ſhall thy ſoul moleſt; 
Labour is the price of reſt. 


« Mortal, deſtin'd to excel, 
* Bleſs the toil of doing well! 76 


* 
ö 


8 


SuPPLICATION 


106 Q0 08 6 


SUPPLICATION for Miſs CAaRTEREet 


in the Small. Pox. 


Dublin July 31, 1725. 
OW'R o'er ev'ry pow'r ſupreme, 
Thou the poet's ballow'd theme, 


From thy mercy-ſeat on high, 
Hear my numbers, hear my cry. 
Breather of all vital breath, 
Arbiter of life and death, 

Oh, preſerve this innocence, 
Vet unconſcious of offence, 
Vet in life and virtue growing, 
Yet no debt to nature owing. 


Thou, who giv'ſt angelick grace 
To the blooming virgin face, 
Let the fell diſeaſe not blight 


What thou mad'ſ for man's delight: 


O'er her features let it paſs 

Like the breeze o'er ſpringing graſs, 
Gentle as refreſhing ſhowers 
Sprinkled over opening flowers. 

O, let years alone diminiſh 

Beauties thou waſt pleas'd to finiſh, 


16 


20 


cs Fw ww 6D ww} 22 
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To the pious parents give 
That the darling fair may live : 
Turn to bleſſings all their care, 
Save their fondneſs from deſpair. 
Mitigate the lurking pains 
3- Lodg'd within her tender veins; 
doften every throb of anguiſh, 
Suffer not her ſtrength to languiſn; 
Take her to thy careful keeping, 
And prevent the mother's weeping. 
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MISS GEORGIAN A, 
Voungeſt Daughter to NEE 
LORD CARTERET 


Auguſt 10, 1725. 
" ITTLE charm of placid mien, 
Miniature of beauty's queen, 
IN.mbering years, a ſcanty nine, 
Sealing hcerts without deſign, 4 
Young inveigler, fond in wiles, 
Prone to mirth, profuſe in ſmiles, 
Yer a nevice in diſdain, 
Piesſure giving without pain, 8 
Still corefling, ſtill careſs'd, 
Thou, anc all thy lovers bleſs'd, 
Never teiz'd, and never teizing, 
O for ever pleas'd and pleaſing! 12 
Hither, Britiſb muſe of mine, 
Hither all the Grecian nine, 
With the lovely graces three 
And your promis'd nurſeling ſee: 16 
Figure 
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Figure on her waxen mind 
Images of life refin d; 
Make it, as a garden gay, 
Every bud of thought diſplay, 
Till, improving year by year, 
The whole culture ſhall appear, 
Voice, and ſpeech, and action, riſing, 
All to human ſenſe ſurprifing, 
Is the ſilken web ſo thin 
As the texture of her ſkin? 
Can the lily and the roſe | 
Such unſully'd hue diſcloſe ? 
Are the violets ſo blue 
As her veins expos'd to view ? | 
Do the ſtars, in wintry ſky, 
Twinkle brighter than her eye? 
Has the morning latk a throat 
Sonnding ſweeter than her note? 
Whoe'er knew the like before thee ? 


They who knew the nymph that bore thee. 


From thy paſtime and thy toys, 
From thy harmleſs cares and joys, 
Give me now a moment's time : 
When thou ſhalt attain thy prime, 
And thy boſom feel deſire, 

Love the likeneſs of thy ſire, 
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32 
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One ordain d, thro' life, to prove 

Still thy glory, ſtill thy love. 44 
Like thy ſiſter, and like thee, | 
Let thy nurtur'd daughters be: 

Semblance of the fair who bore thee, 

Trace the pattern ſet before thee. 43 
Where the Lify meets the main, 

Has thy ſiſter hear'd my ftrain : 

From the Liffy to the Thames, 

Minſtrel echoes ſing their names, 52 
Wafting to the willing ear 

Many a cadence ſweet to hear, 

Smooth as gently breathing gales . 
O'er the ocean and the vales, 56 
While the veſſel calmly glides 

O'er the level glaſſy tides, 0x 
While the ſummer flowers are ſpringing, 

And the new fledg'd birds are ſinging. bo 
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E PIGRAMS 


AND SHORT 


POE MS. 


On a Company of bad Dancers to good 


Muſick. 


OW ill the motion with the muſick ſuits ! 


So Orpheus fiddled, and ſo danc'd the brutes. 


H 


10 38 


EORGE came to the crown without ſtriking 


a blow: 
ah, quoth the Pretender, would I could do ſo! | 


G 


In 
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i AN-SWER 70 the QUESTION, 
What is Thou cum? 


HE hermit's ſolace in his cell, 
The fire that warms the poet's brain, 
'The lover's heaven, or his hell, 
The madman's ſport, the wiſe man's pain. 


To Mr. ApDISON on Caro. 


IHE mind to virtue is by verſe ſubdu'd, 

And the true poet is a publick good : 

This Britain feels, while, by your lines inſpir'd, 
Her free-bora ſons to glorious thoughts ate fir'd. 4 
In Rome had you eſpous'd the vanquiſh'd cauſe, 
Inflam'd her ſenate and upheld her laws, 

Your manly ſcenes had liberty reſtor'd, 

And giv'n the juſt ſucceſs to Cato's ſword, 1 
O'er Cæſar's arms your genius had prevail'd, 
And the muſe triumph'd where the patriot fail'd. 


On 


, 
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On Wir and WISs DOM. 


A FRAGMENT. 


N ſearch of wiſdom far from wit I fly : 
Wit is a harlot beauteous to the eye, 
In whoſe bewitching arms our early time 
We waſte, and vigour of our youthful prime: 
But when reflection comes with riper years, 
And manhood with a thoughtful brow appears, 
We caſt the miſtreſs off to take a wife, 
And, wed to wiſdom, lead a bappy life. 


4 
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The following EerTaen on the Monument 


of my Kinſ/woman was written at the 
Requeſt of ber Huſband. 


WITHIN the Burial-Vault near this Marble, 
lieth the Body of PENELOPE, youngeſt Daughter 
(and Coheir with her Sifter ELIZABETH) to 
ROBERT PHILIPS of Newton-Regis, in the Coun: 
ty of Warwick, Eſquire. She died in her Six and 
Thirtieth Year, on the 25th day of January. 
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Ler This INSCRIPTION | 
(Appealing yet to teſtimonies manyfold) 
Recall to every ſurviving witneſs, 
And, for enſample, record to poſterity, 4 
Her endowments, | 
Whether owing to the indulgency of nature, 
Or to the aſſiduous leſſons of education, 
Or to the ſilent admonitions of reflection. $ 
To her parents, huſband, children, 
In no care, no duty, no affeQion, 
Was ſhe wanting, 
Receiving, deſerving, winning, 12 
From them reſpectively 
| Equal 


Che 


2 
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Equal endearments. 
Of countenance and of diſpoſition, 
Open, chearful, modeſt ; 
Of behaviour, humble, courteous, eaſy ; 
Of ſpeech, affable, free, diſcreet ; 
In civilities, punctual, ſincere, and elegant; 


Prone to offices of kindneſs and good w ill; 


To enmity a ſtranger ; 

Forward, earneſt, impatient, 
To ſuccour the diſtreſs'd, 
To comfort the afflicted ; 
Solicitous for the poor, 

And rich in ſtore of alms: 
Whereby ſhe became 
The delight, the love, the bleſſing of all. 


In her houſehold flouriſhed 
Cheartulneſs, due order, thrift, and plenty. 
In the cloſet retired, 
In the temple publick, 
Morning and evening did ſhe worſhip ; 
By inſtruction, by example, 


dedulous to nurture her children in godlineſs: 


So prevalent her love to them, 
Viſited with that fore diſeaſe, 
Which too often Kills or blites 
The mother's fondeſt hopes, 
That (regardleſs of ſelf-preſervation) 
H 2 
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In piouſly watching over their lives 
She, catching the infection, loſt her own, 
Triumphing, through reſignation, 
Over ſickneſs, pain, anguiſh, agony, 44 
And (encompaſſed with tears and lamentations) 
Expiring in the fervour of prayer. 


TO the Mrmoxy, ever dear and precious of 
bis moſt affectionate, moſt beloved, and moſt de- 
ſerving, Wife, is this Monument raiſed by HENRY 
VERNON of Hilton, in the County of Stafford, 
Eſquire : to him ſhe bore five Sons and two Daugh- 
ters, all ſurviving, ſave Elizabeth; who dying, in 
her ſecond Year, of the Small Pox, ſome few Days 
before, reſteth by her Mother. 


. THE 


THE 
FABLE f THULE, 


UNFINISHE D. 


AR northward as the Dane extends his ſway, 
Where the ſun glances but a ſloping ray, 
Beneath the ſharpeſt rigour of the ſkies, 

Diſdainful Thule's wintry iſland lies. 4 
Unhappy maid! thy tale, forgotten long, 

Shall virgins learn from my inſtructive ſong, 

And every youth, who lingers in deſpair, 

By thy example warn the cruel fair. $ 


In Cyprus, ſacred to the queen of love, 
(Where ſtands her temple, and her myrtle grove,) 
Was Thule born, uncertain how: 'tis ſaid 
Once Venus won Adonis to her bed, | 12 
And pregnant grew, the birth to chance aſſign'd 
ln woods, and foſter'd by the feather'd kind. 
With flowers ſome ſtrew the helpleſs orphan round, 
With downy moſs ſome ſpread the carpet ground, 16 
dome ripened fruits, ſome fragrant honey bring; 
And ſome fetch-water from the running ſpring ; 

H 3 While 
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While others warble from the boughs, to cheer 
Their infant charge, and tune her tender ear. 20 
Soon as the ſun forſakes the evening ſkies, 

And hid in ſhaces the gloomy foreſt lies, 

The nightingales their tuneful vigils keep, 

And lull her, with their gentler ſtrains, to ſleep. 24 


This the prevailing rumour : as ſhe grew, 
No dubious tokens ſpoke the rumour true. 
In every forming feature might be ſeen 
Some bright reſemblance of the Cyprian queen: 28 
Nor was it hard the hunter youth to trace, 
In all her early paſſion for the chace: 
And when, on ſpringing flowers reclin'd, ſhe ſung, 
The birds upon the bending branches hung, 32 
While, warbling, ſhe expreſs'd their various ſtrains, 
And, at a diſtance, charm'd the liſtening ſwains : 
So ſweet her voice reſounded through the wood, 
They thought the nymph ſome Siren from the flood. 


Half human thus by lineage, half divine, 
In foreſts did the lonely beauty ſhine, 
Like wood-land flowers, which paint the deſert 
glades, 
And waſte their ſweets in unfrequented ſhades. 40 
No human face ſhe ſaw, and rarely ſeen 
By human face: a ſolitary queen 


She 


je 
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She rul'd, and rang'd, her ſhady empire round. 

No horn the filent huntreſs bears; no hound, 44 
With noiſy cry, diſturbs her ſolemn chace, 

Swift, as the bounding ſtag, ſhe wings her pace; 
And, bend when-e'er ſhe will her ebon boy, 

A ſpeedy death arreſts the flying foe. 48 
The bow the hunting goddeſs firſt ſupply'd, 

And ivory quiver croſs her ſhoulders ty'd. 


The imperious queen of heaven, with jealous eyes, 
Beholds the blooming virgin from the ſkies, 52 
At once admires, and dreads, her growing charms, 
And ſees the god already in her arms: 

In vain, ſhe finds, her bitter tongue reproves 

His broken vows, and his clandeſtine loves : 56 
Tove (till continues frail : and all in vain 

Does Thule in obſcureſt ſhades remain, 

While Maja's ſon, the thunderer's winged ſpy, 
Informs him where the lurking beauties lie. 60 
What ſure expedient then ſhall Juno find, 

To calm her fears, and eafe her boding mind? 
Delays to jealous minds a torment prove; i 
And Thule ripens every day for love. 64 


She mounts her car, and ſhakes the ſilken reins; 
The harneſs d peacocks ſpread their painted trains, 
And ſmooth their gloſſy necks againſt t he ſun: 

The wheels along the level Azure run, 68 
H 4 Eaſtward 
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Eaſtward the goddeſs guides her gaudy team, 
And perfects, as ſhe rides, her forming ſcheme, 


The various orbs now paſs'd, adown the ſteep 
Of heaven the chariot whirls, and plunges deep 72 
In fleecy clouds, which o'er the mid-land main 
Hang pois'd in air, to bleſs the iſles with rain: 
And here the panting birds repoſe awhile : 

Not ſo their queen ; ſhe gains the Cyprian iſle, 56 
By ſpeedy Zephyrs borne in thickned air: 
Unſeen ſhe ſeeks, unſeen ſhe finds, the fair. 


Now o'er the mountain tops the riſing ſun 
Shot purple rays: now Thule had begun, 80 
Her morning chace, and printed in the dews 
Her fleeting ſteps. The goddeſs now purſues, 
Now overtakes her in the full career, 
And flingsa javelin at the flying deer. 84 
Amaz'd, the virgin huntreſs turns her eyes; 
When Juno, (now Diana in diſguiſe,) 
Let no vain terrors diſcompoſe thy mind ; 
My ſecond viſit, like my firſt, is kind. 8 
Thy ivory quiver, and thy ebon bow, 
Did not I give? — Here ſudden bluſhes glow 
On Thule's cheeks: her buſy eyes ſurvey 


The dreſs, the creſcent, and her doubts give way. 92 


I own thee, goddeſs bright, the nymph replies, 
Goddeſs, I own thee, and thy favours prize: 
| Goddeſs 
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Goddeſs of woods, and lawns, and level plains, 
Freſh in my mind thine image ſtill remains. 96 


Then Juno, beauteous ranger of the grove, 
My darling care, fair object of my love, 
Hither I come, urg'd by no trivial fears, 
To guard thy bloom, and warn thy tender 
years. 100 
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TRANSLATIONS. 


THE 
Firſt Olympionique of PIND AR 


To Hiero of Syracuſe, viflorious in the 
Horſe-race. 


The ARGUMENT. 


The Poet praiſes Hiero for his juſtice, his wiſdom, and 
his feill in mufick. He N celebrates 10 775 
that won the race, and the place where the Olyn- 

ick Games were performed. From the place (name) 
3 he takes an occaſion of digreſſing 10 
the known fable of Tantalus and Pelops; whence, 
returning to Hiero, he ſets forth the felicity of the 
Olympian Victors. Then he concludes by praying 
to the gods to preſerve the glory and dignity if 
Hiero, admoniſhing him to moderation of mind, in 
his high ſtation, and, laſily, glories in his own 
excellency in compoſitions of this Jing 


STROPHE I. Meaſures 18. 


ACH element to water yields; 
And gold, like blazing fire by night, 
Amidſt the Nores of wealth that builds 


The mind aloft, is eminently bright: 
But 
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But if, my ſoul, with fond deſire G 
To ſing of games thou doſt aſpire, 
5. 4s thou by day canſt not deſcry, 
Through all the liquid waſte of ſky, 
One burniſh'd ſtar, that like the ſun does glow, 
And cheriſh every thing below, 10 
So, my ſweet ſoul, no toil divine, 
In ſong, does like the O/ympian ſhine : 
Hence do the mighty poets raiſe 
A hymn, of every tongue the praiſe, 
The ſon of Saturn to reſound, 15 
When far, from every land, they come 
To viſit Hiero's regal dome, 
Where peace, where plenty, is for ever found : 


ANTISTROPHE l. Meaſures 18. 


Lord of Sicilia's fleecy plains, 

He governs, righteous in his power, 20 
And, all excelling while he reigns, 

From every lovely virtue crops the flower : 

In muſick, bloſſom of delight, 

Divinely ſkill'd, he cheers the night, 

As we are wont, when friends deſign 25 
To feaſt and wanton o'er their wine: 

But from the wall the Dorian harp take down, 

If Piſa, city of renown, 


And 
But 


124 TRANSLATIONS, 
And if the fleet victorious ſteed, - 

The boaſt of his unrival'd breed, 30 
Heart-pleafing raptures did inſpire, 

And warm thy breaſt with ſacred fire, 

When late, on 4/pheus' crowded ſhore, 

Forth- ſpringing quick, each nerve he ſirain'd, 
The warning of the ſpur diſdain'd, 35 
And ſwift to victory his maſter bore. 


EPO DE I. Meaſures 16. 


The lov'd Syracufian, the prince of the courſe, 
The king, who delights in the ſpeed of the horſe. 
Great his glory, great his fame, 

Throughout the land where Lydian Pelops came 40 
To plant his men, a choſen race, 

A land the ocean does embrace, 

Pelsfs, whom Neptune, ruler of the main, 

Was known to love, when into life again, 

From the reviving cauldorn warm, 45 
Clotho procuc'd him whole, his ſhoulder-blade, 
And its firin brawn. of ſhining ivory made: 

But truth, uavarniſh'd, oſt neglected lies, 

When {abled tales, invented to ſurpriſe, 

In miracles mighty, have power to charm, 50 
Where fictions, happily combin'd, 


Deceive and captivate the mind: , 


STROPHE 
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STROPHE II. Meaſures 18. 


Thus Poeſy harmonious ſpell, 

The ſource of pleaſures ever new, 

With dignity does wonders tell ; 55 
And we, amaz'd, believe each wonder true. 

Day, after day, brings truth to light, 

Unveil'd, and manifeſt to ſight: 

But, of the bleſs'd, thoſe lips, which name 

Foul deeds aloud, ſhall ſuffer blame. 60 
Thee, ſon of Tantalus, my faithful ſong 

Shall vindicate from every wrong, 

The glories of thy houſe reſtore, 

And baffle falſhoods told before: 

Now, in his turn, thy ſire prepar'd 65 
A banquet ; when the gods appear'd 

At Sipylus, his ſweet abode, 

To grace the due proportion'd feaſt : 

There, firſt, the trident-bearing gueſt 

Beheld thy lovely form; and now, he glow'd; 70 


ANTISTROPHE II. Meaſures 18. 


And now, his ſoul ſubdued by love, 
Thee in his golden car he bore 
Sift to the lofty towers of Jobe, 


Whoſe name the nations all around adore: 
A Thus 
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Thus Ganymede was caught on high, 75 i; 
To ſerve the power who rules the ſky. A 
When thou no longer didft appear, Fr 
And thoſe, who ſought a pledge ſo dear, In 
Without thee to thy widow'd mother came, 00 
Some envious Neighbour, to defame 80 


Thy father's feaſt, a rumour ſpread, 
The rumour through the country fled, 
That thou, to heighten the repaſt, 
Waſt into ſeething water caſt, 

Fierce bubbling o'er the raging fre, 
Thy limbs without compaſſion carv'd, 
Thy ſodden fleſh in meſſes ſerv'd, 

To gorge the gods and a voracious fire: 


EPODE II. Meaſures 16. 


But, in thought ever pure, ſhall I deem it amiſs, 
Vile Gluttons to call the partakers of bliſs: 90 
Let me then refrain, and dread: 

A curſe hangs over the blaſphemer's head. 
If they, who ſuperviſe and ward 

The heavens, did ever ſhew regard 

To mortal man this Tantalus might boaſt, 
Of mortal men that he was honour'd molt: 
But he not able to digeſt 

The glut, the ſarfeit, of immortal joys, 
One keinous forfeit all his bliſs deſtroys : 


95 


For 
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For over him the godhead hung, in air, 100 
A ponderous ſtone, a dreadful poiſe of care! 
From his head to remove it, with terror oppreſs'd, 
In vain he tries, and ſeeks in vain 
One cheerful moment to regain : 


STROPHE Ill. Meaſures 18. 


\ life of woe, beyond relief, 105 
His portion now ; ordain'd before 

To torments of a three-fold prief, 

This foruth was added to compleat his ſtore, 

dance, high preſuming in his ſoul, 

He nectar and ambroſia ſtole, 11S 
0 give to men ; by which he knew 

That, taſting, he immortal grew: 

but be not man deceiv'd: the gods reveal 

hat moſt we labour to conceal : 

or this the powers, who deathlefs reign, 115 
o earth ſent down his ſon again, 

odwell with men, a fhort-liv'd race, 

hoſe ſudden fate comes on apace. | 

is flowery age in all its pride, 

ben o'er his chain, a blackening ſhade r20 
Vf down was caſt, a vow he made, 
eep in his ſoul, to win the proffer'd bride 


5 
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ANTISTROPHE III. Meaſures 18. 


Hippodamia, boaſted name, 46 
From her great fire the Piſan proud. 6 
Alone, by night, the lover came 1250 
Beſide the hoary ſea, and call'd aloud T 
On him who ſways the triple ſpear, Pc 
And fills with din the deafen'd ear ; T 
When, at his feet, the god aroſe: Ni 
Then Pelops, eager to diſcloſe 130 l 
His mighty care, O Weptune, if thy mind Ex 
© In love did ever pleaſure find, Ur 


© Let not Oenomaxs prevail, 
| And let his brazen javelin fail: 
„Ohl bear me hence, on wheels of ſpeed, 13; WO: 


«© To Elis, to the glorious meed : Th 
« To victory Oh! whirl me, trait: Cl; 
« Since, after ten, and other three, dix 
«« Bold ſuiters ſlain, yet ſtill we ſee, | No 


« From year to year, the promis'd nuptials wait 140 An 
lard 


EPODE III. Meaſures 16. Th: 
« Of his daughter. No perilous toil can excite I" 
4 The daſtard in heart, who deſpairs of his 11. Anc 
“Since we all are born ta die, 4 


* Who, overcaſt, would in oblivion lie, 
46 In 
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In unreputed age decay, 145 
« And meanly ſquander life away, 
Cut off from every praiſe? Then let me dare 
This conflict, in the duſty liſts, to ſhare; 

25 And proſper thou my glowing wheels. 

Thus Pelops ſpoke ; nor was his fervent pray'r 150 

Pour'd forth in fruitleſs words, to waft in air : 

The deity his whole ambition grants; 

Nor ſhining car, nor courſers, now þe wants: 

In the golden bright chariot new vigour he feels, 

Exulting in the horſes” feet, 155 

Unwearied ever, ever fleet: 


STROPHE IV. Meaſures 18. 


O:nomais, he triumphs o'er 
Thy proweſs, and, to ſhare his bed, 
Claims the bright maid ; who to him bore 
dix princely ſons, to manly virtues bred. - 160 
Now, ſolemniz'd with ſteaming blood, 
lud pious rites, near Alpheus' flood 

Intomb'd, he ſleeps, where the altar ſtands, 

That draws the vows of diſtant lands: 

And round his tomb the circling racers ſtrive: 165 
ve, ad round the wheeling chariots drive. . 
thy fam'd courſes, Pelops, riſe 
The Olympian glories to the ſkies, 

I And 


* 
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And ſhine afar: there we behold 

The ftretch of manhood, ftrenuous, bold, 17 
In ſore fatigues, and there the ſtrife 

Of winged feet. Thrice happy he, 

Who overcomes! for he ſhall ſee 

Unclouded days, and taſte the ſweets of life, 


ANTISTROPHE 1V. Meaſures 18. 


Thy boon, O viRory ! thy prize. 1756 
The good that, in a day obtain'd, 
From day to day freſh joy ſupplies, 
Is the ſupreme of bliſs to man ordain'd : 
But let me now the rider raiſe, 
And crown him with Zol:an lays, 180 
The victor's due: and I confide, 
Though every welcome gueſt were try'd, 
Not one, in all the concourſe, would be found 
For faireſt knowledge more renown'd, 
Nor yet a maſter more to twine, 18; 
In laſting hymns, each wreathing line. 
The guardian god, who watchful guides 
Thy fortunes, Hiero, preſides 
O'er all thy cares with anxious pow'r: 
And ſoon, if he does not deny 190 
His needful aid, my hopes run high 
To ſing more pleaſing, in the joyful hour. 
| EPODE 
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E POD EE IV. Meaſures 16. 


On thy chariot, triumphant when thou ſhalt appear, 
And fly o'er the courſe with a rapid career, 

Tracing paths of language fair, 195 
As I to Cronion's ſunny mount repair. 

Even now the muſe prepares to raiſe, 

Her growth, the ſtrongeſt dart of praiſe, 

For me to wield. Approv'd in other things, 

Do others riſe, conſpicuous: only Kings, 200 
High mounting, on the ſummit fix : 

There bound thy view, wide-ſpread, nor vainly try 
Farther to ſtretch the proſpect of thine eye: 

Be, then, thy glorious lot to tread ſublime, 

With ſteady ſteps, the meaſur'd tract of time: 205 
Be mine, with the prize-bearing worthies to mix, 

In Greece, throughout the learned throng, 
Prockim'd unrival'd in my ſong. 


12 TME 


— j—y—U — —ꝛpññ—ñ — — ſ— 
5 — 


— — _ — = _ 
— 
o 
Vf _ — - 
—_ —— — : — — 


— — = 4 — - <a m 2 2 
2 — — 
2— — — —i— ——³ð—b 


. 
„ 
* 
[ 
0 

o 

o 

— 


132 TRANSLATIONS 


THE 
SECOND OLYMPIONIQUE. 


/ 


To 'THERON of AGRIGENTUM, Vid7ori0ns in 


The ARGUMEN T. 

He praiſes Theron king of Agrigentum, on account 
of the victory obtained in the Olympic Games, with 
a chariot and four horſes, . for his juſtice, 
bis hoſpitality, bis fortitude, and the _— 
of his anceſtors ; *0hoſe adventures are occaſionally 
mentioned: then be interweaves digreſſions to Se- 
mele, Ino, Peleus, Achilles, and others, and de- 
ſeribes the future ſlate of the righteous and of the 
ewicked. Laſtly, he concludes with extolling his 
own ſkill gn panegyrick, and the benevolence and 
liberality of Theron. 


STROPHE I. Meaſures 16. 


OVEREIGN hymns, whoſe numbers ſway - 
'The ſounding harp, what god, what hero, ſay : 

What man, ſhall we reſound ? 

Is not Pi ſa Fove's delight? 

And did not Hercules, with conqueſt crown'd, 5 

To him ordain 

The Olympiad for an army ſlain, 


Thank 
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Thank-offering of the war ? 

And muſt we not, in Theron's right, 

Exert our voice, and ſwell our ſong ? 10 
Theron, whoſe viQtorious car 

Four courſers whirl, fleeting along, 

To ſtranger-gueſts indulgent hoſt, 

Of Agrigentum the ſupport and boaſt, 


Cities born to rule and grace, 15 
Fair bloſſom of his ancient race, 


ANTISTROPHE I. Meaſure 16. 


Worthies ſore perplex'd in thought, 


Till wandering far they found, what long they ſought, 

A ſacred ſeat, faſt by 

Where the ſtream does rapid run, | 20 

And reign'd, of Sicily the guardian eye, 

When happy days, 

And wealth, and favour, flow'd, and praiſe, 

That in-born worth inflames. 

daturnian Fowve, O] Rhea's Son, 25 

Who o'er Olympus doſt preſide, 

And the pitch of lofty games, 

And Alpheus, of rivers the pride, 

Rejoicing in my ſongs, do thou 

Incline thine ear, propitious to my vow, 30 

Bleſſing, with a bonnteous hand, | 

The rich hereditary land. 
4 13 E POD E 
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EPO DE I. Meaſures 10. 


Through their late lineage down. No power can 


actions paſs'd, 
Whether deeds of right or wrong, 
As things not done recall, 
Not even time, the father, who produces all ; 
Yet can Oblivion, waiting long, 
Gathering ſtrength 
Through the length 


Of proſperous times, forbid thoſe deeds to laſt: 


Such force has ſweetly-healing joy 
The feſtering ſmart of evils to deſtroy, 


STROPHE HW. Meaſures 16. 


When felicity is-ſent 

Down by the will ſupreme with full content: 
Thy Daughters, Cadmus, they 

Greatly wretched here below, 

Bleſs'd ever more, this mighty truth diſplay. 
No weight of grief, | 

But whelm'd in pleaſures finds relief, 

Sunk in the ſweet abyſs. 

Thou, Semele, with hair a-flow, 

Thou by thunder doom'd to die, 

Mingling with the gods in bliſs, 

Art happy, for ever, on high: 


35 
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Thee Palas does for ever love, 

Thee chiefly Jupiter, who rules above; 
Thee thy ſon holds ever dear, 

Thy ſon with the ivy-wreathed ſpear. 


ANTISTROPHE II. Meaſures 16. 


Beauteous Ino, we are told, 
With the ſea-daughters dwells of Nereus old, 60 
And has, by lot, obtain'd 

Laſting life, beneath the deep, 

A life within no bounds of time reſtrain'd. 


The hour of death, 


The day when we reſign our breath, 65 


That offspring of the ſun, 

Which bids us from our labours ſleep, 

In vain do mortals ſeek to know, 

Or who deſtin'd is to run 

A life unintangled with woe; 70 
For none are able to diſcloſe 

The ſeaſons of the uncertain ebbs and flows 

Now of pleaſures, now of pains, 

Which hidden fate to men ordains : 


EPODE II. Meaſures 10. 
Thus providence, that to thy anceſtry long-famed 
Portions out a pleaſing ſhare 
Of heaven-ſprung happineſs, 
Does ceaſing in another turn of time to bleſs, 


Diſtribute ſome reverſe of care, 
14 As 
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As from years 8 
Paſs'd appears, 

Since the predeſtin'd ſon, at Pytho named, 
Did Laius, blindly meeting kill, 

And the oracle, of old pronounc'd fulfil : 


STROPHE II. Meaſures 16. 


Fell Erinnys, quick to view 85 
The deed, his warlike ſons in battle flew, 

Each by the other's rage: 

But to Polynices ſlain 

Surviv'd Therſander, glory of his age, 


For feats of war, 90 


And youthful conteſts, honour'd far, 

The Scion, kept alive 

To raiſe the Adraſtian houſe again; 

From whence Tneſidamus heir 

Does his ſpreading root derive, 95 
To branch out a progeny fair: 

Who, ſpringing foremoſt in the chace 

Of fame, demands we ſhould his triumph grace, 
Tuning lyres to vocal lays, 

Sweet union of melodious praiſe ; | 100 


 ANTISTROPH E III. Meaſures 16. 


For not only has he borne 
The Olympian prize, but, with his brother, worn 
The 
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The garland of renown, 
At Pytho and at Iſthmus; where, 
Victorious both, they ſhar'd the allotted crown, 105 
Joint- honour, won 
In twelve impetuous courſes, run 
With four unwearied ſteeds. 
To vanquiſh in the ſtrife ſevere 
Does all anxiety deſtroy : | 110 
And to this, if wealth ſucceeds 
With virtues enamell'd, the joy 
Luxuriant grows ; ſuch affluence 
Does glorious opportunities diſpenſe, 
Giving depth of thought to find 115 
Purſuits which pleaſe a noble mind, 


EPODE II. Meaſures 10. 


Refulgent ſtar! to man the pureſt beam of light! 

The poſſeſſor of this ſtore, 

Far-future things diſcerning, knows 

Obdurate wretches, once deceas'd, to immediate 
Woes 

Conſign'd, too late their pains deplore 121 

For below 

Fre they go, 

Sits one in judgment, who pronounces right 

On crimes in this wide realm of Jove; 125 
Whoſe dire decree no power can e'er remove: 


ST RO- 
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STROPHEIV. Meaſures 16. . 
But the good, alike by night, T 
Alike by day, the ſun's unclouded light * 
Bcholding, ever bleſs'd, Br 
Live an uolabocious life, | 130 F. 
Nor anxious interrupt their hollow'd reſt T 
With ſpayle and plow, | A 
The earth to vex, or with the prow T 
"The briny ſea, to eat 
The bread of care in endleſs ſtrife. 135 
The dread divinities among P. 
The few unaccuſtom'd to wrong, * 
Who never broke the vow they ſwore, V 
A tearleſs age enjoy for evermore; T 
While the wicked hence depart 140 H 
To torments which appal the heart : T 
 ANTISTROPHE IV. Meaſures 16. x 
But the ſouls who greatly dare, 5 


Thrice try'd in either ſtate, to perſevere 

From all injuſtice pure, 

Journeying onward in the way 145 
Of Jupiter, in virtue ſtill ſecure, 

Along his road 

Arrive at Saturn's rais'd abode: 


— 
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Where ſoft ſea-breezes breathe 

Round the iſland of the bleſs'd ; where gay 150 
The trees with golden bloſſoms glow ; 

Where, their brows and arms to wreathe, 

Bright garlands on every fide blow ; 

For, ſpringing thick in every field, 

The earth does golden flowers ſpontaneous yield 
And, in every limpid ſtream, 156 
The budding gold is ſeen to gleam: 


E POD E IV. Meaſures 10. 


Fair heritage ! by righteous Rhadamanth's award ; 
Who, coëqual, takes his ſeat 

With Saturn fire divine, 160 
Thy conſort, Rhea, who above the reſt doſt ſhine, 
High-thron'd, thou matron-goddeſs great: 

Theſe among | 

(Bliſsful throng !) 

Does Peleus and does Cadmus find regard ; 165 
And, through his mother's winning prayer 

To Fove, Achilles dwells immortal there: 


STROPHE V. Meaſures 16. 


He who Hector did deſtroy, 


The pillar firm, the whole ſupport of Troy, 

And Cycnus gave to die, : 176 
And Aurora's Athiop ſon. 

My arm beneath yet many darts have I, 


140 TREATED STEIN 

All ſwift of flight, 

Within my quiver. ſounding nt 

To every ſkilſul ear: 175 
But, ofthe multitude, not one 

Difcerus the myſtery unexplain'd. 

Be anſcendent does appear 

In I ledge, from nature who gain'd 

His ſtore : but the dull-letter'd crowd, 180 
In cenſure vehement, in nonſenſe loud, | 

Clamour idly, wanting ſkill, 

Like crows, in vain, provoking till 


ANTISTROPEYV. Meaſures 16. 
The celeſtial bird of Powe - | 
But, to the mark addreſs thy bow, nor rove, 185 
My ſoul : and whom do I 
Single out with fond deſire, 
At him to let illuſtrious arrows fly? 
My fix'd intent, | 
My aim, on Agrigentum bent, 190 
A ſolemn oath I plight, 
Sincere as honeſt minds require, 
That through an hundred circling years, 
With recorded worthies bright, 
N9 rivalulag city appears 195 
To loait a man more frank to impart 
Kindl eic to friends with open heart, 
Or, vieh hand amidſt his ſtore, 


Delighting to diſtribute more. 
POT EPODE 
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EPODE V. Meaſures 10. 


Than Theron : yet foul calumny, injurious blame, 
Did the men of rancour raiſe 201 
Againſt his fair renown, 

Defamers who by evil actions ſtrove to drown 

His good, and to conceal his praiſe. 

Can the ſand, 205 
On the ſtrand, 

Be number'd o'er? Then, true to Theror's fame, 
His favours ſhowering down delight 

On thouſands who is able to recite ? 


The 
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The Fir OD E of ANACREON. 
On his Lurx. 


H E line of Atreus will I ſing; 
To Cadmus will I tune the ſtring: 
But, as from ſtring to ſtring I move, 


My lute will only ſound of Lowe. 


The chords I change through every ſcrew, 
And model the whole lute anew. 
Once more, in ſong, my voice I raiſe, 
And, Hercules, thy toils I praiſe: 
My lute does ftill my voice deny, 
And in the tones of love reply. 


Ye heroes then at once farewell: 
Loves only echo from my ſhell. 
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The SECOND ODE. 
On W OME M. 


ATUR E, the bull with horns ſupplies, 

| The horſe with hoofs ſhe fortifies, 

The fleeting foot on hares beſtows, 

On lions teeth, two dreadful rows ! 4 
Grants fiſh to ſwim, and birds to fly, 

And on their {kill bids men rely. 


Women alone defenceleſs live, 
To women what does nature give? $ 
Beauty ſhe gives inſtead of darts, 
Beauty, inſtead df ſhields, imparts: 
Nor can the ſword, nor fire, oppoſe 
The fair, victoriaus where ſhe goes, 12 


The 


The 
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th THIRD ODE 


On LO E. 


A-level with Bootes' hand, 
And, with their labour ſore oppreſs'd, 
The race of men were lay'd to reſt, 


Then to my doors, at unawares, 
Came Love, and try'd to force the bars. 


Who thus aſſails my doors, I cry'd d 
Who breaks my ſlumbers? Lowe reply'd, 
Open: a child alone is here! 

A little child! —— you need not fear : 


Here through the moonleſs night I ſtray, 


And, drench'd in rain, have loſt my way. 


Then mov'd to pity by his plight, 
Too much in haſte my lamp I light, 
And open: when a child I ſee, 
A little child, he ſeem'd to me; 
Who bore a quiver, and a bow; 
And wings did to his ſhoulders grow. 


"Within the hearth I bid him ſtand, 
Then chafe and cheriſh either hand 


NE midnight when the bear did ſtand 


IZ 


16 
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Between 
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Between my palms, and wring, with care, 
The trickling water from his hair. 


Now come, ſaid he, no longer chill, 
We'll bend this bow, and try our ſkill, 24 
And prove the ſtring, how far its pow'r 
Remains unſlacken'd by the ſhow'r. 


He bends his bow, and culls his quiver, 
And pierces, like a Breeſe, my liver: — 
Then leaping, laughing, as he fled, 
Rejoice with me, my hoſt, he ſaid: 
My bow is ſound in every part, 
And you ſhall rue it at your heart. 32 
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An HYMN to VENUS, from the 
Greek of SAP.PH O. 


TOE * 2 , 
VENUS, beauty of the ſkies, 
To hom a thoufand e 
Gayly falſe in gentle ſmiles, | 
Full of love-perplexing wiles, 
O goddeſs! from my heant fmove 
The waſting cares and pains of love. 
II. 
Tf ever thou haſt kindly hear'd 
A ſong in ſoft diſtreſs prefer'd, 
Propitious to my tuneful vow, 
O gentle goddeſs! hear me now. 
Deſcend thou bright, immortal, gueſt, 
In all thy radiant charms confeſs'd. 
III. 
Thou once didſt leave almighty Jove, 
And all the golden roofs above: 


The car thy wanton ſparrows drew; 
Mov'ring in air they lightly flew; 

As to my bower they wing'd their way, 
I ſaw their quiv'ring pinions play. 


. 
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IV. The 


„ n e 


TRANSLATIONS, 14 
IV. I 
: The birds diſmiſs'd (while you remain) 
Bore back their empty car again: 20 
Then you, with looks divinely mild, 
In ev'ry heay'nly feature ſmil'd, . 
And aſk'd, what new complaints I made, 
And why I call'd you to my aid? | 24 

. 0 
What 89 in, my K boſom rag'd,” 
And by what care to be aſſuag d? | 
What gentle youth I would allure, 
Whom in my artful toils ſecure ?. 28 
Who does thy tender heart ſubdue, | — 
Tell me, my Sappho, tell me who? 

\ + 
5 Y Tho' now he ſhuns thy longing arms, 
He ſoon ſhall court thy ſlighted charms ; 32 
Tho' now thy off rings he deſpiſe, 
He ſoon to thee ſhall ſacrifice 3 
Tho' now he freeze, he ſoon ſhall burn, 
And be thy victim in his turn. 36 
VII. 

Celeſtial viſitant, once more 


Thy needful preſence I implore ! 

In pity come and eaſe my grief, 

Bring my diſtemper'd ſoul relief: 40 
Favour thy ſuppliant's hidden fires, 

And give me all my heart deſires. 


he 


148 VRANSLATIONS 


A 
FRAGMENT of SAPP HO. 


LESS'D as the IE gods is he, 
The youth who fondly ſits by thee, 
And hears and ſees thee all the while 
Softly ſpeak and ſweetly ſmile. 

7 

Twas this depriv d my ſoul of reſt, 
And rais'd ſuch tumults in my breaſt ; 
For while I gaz'd, in tranſport toſs'd, 

My breath was gone, my voice was loſt. $ 

| III. 

My boſom glow'd ;- the ſubtle flame 
Ran quick through all my vital frame; 
O'er my dim eyes a darkneſs hung, 
My ears with hollow murmurs rung. 12 


IV. 
In dewy damps my limbs were chill'd, 
My blood with gentle horrors thrill'd ; 
My feeble pulſe forgot to play, 
I fainted, ſunk, and dy'd away. 16 


The E N D. 


